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‘Here’s  the  nugget  that  puts  the  finishing  touch  to  the  million/’  said  Wild,  holding  out  tho  lump  in 
one  hand  and  grasping  Arietta’s  hand  with  the  other.  “Here’s  the  girl  who  picked  it  up,  boys!” 
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THE  BOSS  BOY  OF  BOULDER 


By  AN  OLD  SCOUT 


CHAPTER  I. 
the  dying  miner’s  legacy. 

In  one  of  the  most  picturesque  parts  of  Northern  Colorado 
one  day  in  early  summer  a  few  years  ago  a  party  of  six  might 
have  been  seen  riding  on  horseback. 

To  many  these  people  might  have  looked  out,  of  place  in 
that  wild,  mountainous  region,  where  the  snow-capped  moun¬ 
tains  reared  themselves  on  every  hand  and  the  weird  and 
angular  rocks  of  gray  and  brown  studded  the  sides  of  the 
gorges  that  broke  their  irregular  way  through  the  vast  beds 
of  earth  and  rock  and  wound  in  a  snake-like  fashion  for 
*mile^  and  miles,  in  many  instances  where  the  foot  of  the 
white  man  had  never  trod. 

The  fact  of  the  party  being  made  up  of  three  males  and 
,  three  females  would  seem  that  those  who  composed  it  pos¬ 
sessed  no  little  courage  and  daring,  otherwise  they  would 
not  have  attempted  such  a  journey. 

They  were  riding  along  at  an  easy  gait,  two  abreast,  and 
the  costumes  they  -wore  being  typical  of  the  Wild  West,  they 
made  a  striking,  not  to  say  dashing  appearance. 

The  two  in  the  lead  were  a  boy  and  a  girl.  We  say  a  boy 
and  a  girl  because  the  former  was  not  more  than  twenty,  if 
he  was  that,  and  his  fair  companion  had  not  yet  reached  the 
age  of  eighteen. 

•  They  were  no  less  personages  than  Young  Wild  West  and 
his  pretty  sweetheart,  Arietta  Murdock,  a  couple  who  had 
.experienced  more  of  the  dangers  and  thrilling  escapes  from 
Indians  and  renegades  than  has  ever  fallen  to  the  lot  of  any 
L  1  ioy  or  girl  who  was  born  and  bred  in  the  Wild  West. 

Behind  them  rode  Jim  Dart,  a  youth  of  about  Wild’s  age, 
who  was  a  chum  and  partner  of  his,  and  his  sweetheart, 
Kloise  Gardner,  a  girl  of  the  brunette  type  and  rather  deli¬ 
cate  in  looks,  though  beautiful,  withal. 

Yext  came  Cheyenne  Charlie,  the  famous  scout  and  Indian 
fighter,  who  bad  served  the  Government  well  and  faithfully 
for  several  years  before  he  joined  Young  Wild  West  in  an 
l  |  edition  to  the  Black  Hills  a  year  or  so  before  and  made  a 
rich  strike  in  the  gold-bearing  district.  His  wife,  Anna,  a 
>j,aiid-ome  and  stately  young  woman,  rode  at  his  side,  ever 
find  anon  easting  glances  of  admiration  at  the  tall,  bearded 
man  beside  her,  who  rode  his  horse  with  such  ease  and  grace 
that  he  almost  seemed  to  be  a  part  of  the  animal. 

*v  p  ,  it  t'heyenne  Charlie  rode  in  a  graceful  manner,  what 
could  te  said  of  Young  Wild  West? 

'I  h<-rc  art1  many  men  and  boys  of  the  West  who  have  spent 
l.^p, ,  f  their  time  in  the  saddle,  and  who  have  become  so 
j  •  t'.u;"d  >o  it  that  it  would  seem  that  they  could  become 
U'J  n  •  y<  rfcct  in  tin  art-  for  art  It  surely  is-  but  when 


Young  Wild  West  came  dashing  up  on  his  spirited  sorrel 
Spitfire  those  who  thought  they  had  attained  the  acme  of 
equestrianism  would,  if  they  spoke  truthfully,  be  likely  to  say 
that  they  had  yet  something  to  learn  about  riding. 

Strong,  well-built,  fearless  and  brave  eveu  unto  reckless¬ 
ness,  Y'oung  Wild  West,  with  his  finely  molded  features,  dark 
eyes  and  flowing  chestnut  hair,  showed  up  for  what  he  was, 
every  inch  of  him— a  perfect  specimen  of  a  youth  of  the 
border. 

His  sweetheart  was  a  blonde,  and  as  the  couple  rode  slowly 
along  the  mountain  trail  that  now  wound  its  way  close  to 
the  edge  of  a  yawning  chasm,  she  made  a  charming  picture. 

“Oh!  Wild,”  she  said  suddenly.  “Look  what  a  lovely 
flower!” 

She  pointed  up  at  the  bank  of  earth  and  rock  that  slanted 
toward  a  ridge  high  above  them. 

All  hands  turned  their  eyes  in  the  direction  indicated,  by 
Arietta  and  they  saw  a  bunch  of  wild  flowers  such  as  grow 
in  the  mountains  of  that  climate. 

But  there  was  one  particular  flower  that  projected  out 
from  all  the  rest,  and  it  was  so  beautiful  in  appearance  that 
it  was  not  strange  that  the  attention  of  the  girl  had  been 
attracted  to  it. 

“Oh!”  exclaimed  Anna  and  Elolse  Gardner  as  their  gaze 
settled  on  the  flower. 

“Very  fine,  ain’t  it?”  Cheyenne  Charlie  queried.  “I  s'pose 
ther  uext  thing  Arietta  will  want  Wild  to  climb  up  there  and 
get  it.” 

“Whoa!”  said  Young  Wild  West  suddenly,  and  as  he 
brought  his  horse  to  a  halt  the  rest  followed  his  example. 
“Do  you  want  that  pretty  flower,  Et?” 

“Of  course,  I  would  like  to  have  it,”  was  the  reply.  “But 
what  is  the  use  of  talking?  You  nor  nobody  else  could 
climb  up  there  and  get  it.” 

“Never  mind  about  that.  Just  move  your  horse  over  there 
and  hold  your  hat.” 

Arietta  understood  at  once. 

She  very  quickly  urged  her  horse  to  the  spot  her  lover 
pointed  out.  and  then  taking  off  the  jaunty,  broad-brimmed 
hat  she  wore,  she  held  it  ready  to  <'ateh  the  pretty  flower. 

Then  Young  Wild  West  drew  his  revolver. 

Crack! 

The  flower  came  tumbling  down  like  a  stricken  bird  and 
Arietta  very  deftly  caught  it  in  her  hat. 

“What  won’t  you  be  shooting  at  next,  WTild?”  Jim  Dart 
asked,  looking  at  his  chum  in  amazement,  for  the  bullet  had 
cut  the  stem  about  five  inches  from  the  flower,  making  it  a 
remarkable  shot  indeed. 

“Oh!  it  just  struck  me  all  of  a  sudden,  and  I  thought  I 
would  bring  It  down,”  was  the  retort.  “If  I  hadn’t  bit  it  the 
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first  time  I  would  have  kept  on  till  I  did.  I  guess  either  you 
or  Charlie  could  do  the  same  thing  if  you  tried.” 

“Not  ther  first  time.”  said  the  scout,  shaking  his  head.  “I 
doubt  if  T  could  bring  one  of  ther  flowers  down  if  I  shot  in 
ther  whole  bunch.  I’m  goin’  to  try  it.  though,  for  Arietta 
mustn't  be  ther  only  gal  to  wear  a  flower  pinned  on  her 
bosom.  ” 

At  that  Charlie  raised  his  revolver  and  fired. 

Much  to  his  satisfaction,  three  or  four  of  the  largest  of 
the  wild  flowers  came  down. 

Dismounting,  he  picked  them  up  and  gave  the  two  best 
on^s  to  his  wife  and  Eloise. 

He  had  just  got  into  the  saddle  again  when  the  crack  of 
a  pistol  came  to  their  ears  from  some  point  farther  along 
the  trail. 

Instantly  the  six  were  all  attention. 

“Ride  slowly,”  said  Wild.  “I  will  go  on  ahead  and  see 
what  the  trouble  is.” 

A  word  to  the  sorrel  and  he  was  off  like  a  shot. 

Young  Wild  West  had  not  covered  more  than  fifty  yards 
when  his  quick  ears  caught  the  faint  sound  of  a  cry  for  help. 

Then  his  gaze  suddenly  lighted  on  a  horse  standing  by  the 
wayside. 

Wild  promptly  came  to  a  halt. 

“Hello,  there!”  he  called  out. 

“Hello!”  came  the  faint  reply  from  a  clump  of  bushes. 
“Thank  heaven!  Some  one’s  cornin’  afore  1  pass  in  my  chips. 
Come  here,  stranger.  ” 

Though  he  held  his  revolver  in  his  hand,  ready  for  instant 
use.  Young  Wild  West  did  not  for  a  moment  think  there 
was  any  deception  in  the  voice  that  spoke  to  him. 

He  rode  on  a  few  yards,  and  then,  dismounting,  boldly  ap¬ 
proached  the  clump  of  bushes. 

The  horse  gave  a  whinny  at  sight  of  the  sorrel,  but  did  not 
offer  to  leave  the  spot. 

Then  Wild  saw  that  the  steed  was  standing  over  a  man 
who  lay  wounded  on  the  ground. 

By  his  appearance  the  man  was  a  miner,  and  the  gray 
color  that  had  settled  upon  his  face  showed  quite  plainly 
that  he  had  not  long  to  live. 

“What  is  the  matter,  stranger?”  asked  Young  Wild  West, 
as  he  knelt  beside  him. 

“Youngster,  I'm  done  for!”  was  the  gasping  retort.  “Have 
yer  got  some  liquor  -about  y$r?” 

“Wait  a  minute.  I  haven’t,  but  there  is  a  fellow  with  me' 
who  has.” 

Then  Wild  rose  to  his  feet  and  called  to  his  companions 
to  come  on. 

The  next  minute  they  were  on  .the  spot  and  Charlie  was  at 
the  wounded  miner's  side,  pouring  something  from  a  flask 
down  his  throat. 

“Thankee!”  exclaimed  the  man  in  a  stronger  voice.  “Now, 

I  feel  better.  Where  be  you  people  goin'  to?” 

“We  are  going  to  Boulder,”  answered  Young  Wild  West. 

“That’s  jest  where  I  come  from.  I  got  done  for  three  miles 
back  on  ther  trail,  an’  here’s  as  far  as  I  could  git.  I’m  fast 
casliin’  in,  strangers,  I'm  fast  cashin’  in.” 

“Who  shot  you?”  asked  Jim  Dart. 

“A  feller  named  Bruce  Budd.  Him  an’  his  gang  has  been 
houndin’  me  for  more'n  a  mouth  ’cause  1  wouldn’t  tell  'em 
where  ther  richest  lode  in  Boulder  County  was.  I  found  ther 
lode,  an’  I  made  a  fortune  out  of  it.  I  saved  enough  to  go 
East  an’  settle  down  an’  live  without  work  in  my  old  days, 
an’  then  I  lit  out  of  ther  place  this  mornin’  bound  not  to  tell 
any  one  where  ther  lode  is.  Give  me  some  more  of  that 
whisky,  will  yer?” 

Young  Wild  West  had  been  endeavoring  to  stay  the  flow 
of  blood  from  a  wound  in  the  miner’s  right  breast,  and  he 
now  held  his  handkerchief  to  the  spot  and  lifted  his  head  so 
he  could  swallow  the  stimulant. 

“I  ain't  got  a  relative  in  ther  whole  world,”  resumed  the 
dying  man,  his  cheeks  flushing  from  the  effects  of  the  liquor. 
“You  people  come  along  in  time  to  ease  me  while  I’m  passin’ 
in,  so  I’m  goin’  to  tell  you  where  ther  lode  is.  There’s  mil¬ 
lions  in  it!  You  kin  all  be  rich— that  is,  if  Bruce  Budd  don’t 
put  an  end  to  yer  afore  you  dig  it  out.  Take  my  belt  when 
I’m  gone  an’  rip  ther  buckskin  off  what’s  sewed  along  ther 
back  of  it  on  ther  inside,  an’  you’ll  find  a  chart  of  ther 
place,  an’  ther  way  to  git  to  it.  It  ain’t  drawn  very  neat, 
but  it’s  plain  as  day.  I  don't  know  who  you  are,  but  I  kin 
tell  an  honest  face  when  I  see  it,  an’  that’s  wbat  all  of  yer 
have  got.  Ther  gold  ain’t  no  good  to  me.  so  git  it,  if  Ver 
kin;  it’s  yours.  But  look  out  fer  Bruce  Budd.” 
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throat,  the  miner  fixed  his  eyes  on  the  face 
second,  and  then,  in  a  hoarse  whisper,  said: 

“Young  feller,  I  wish  you  would  drop 
Budd.  I  think  I'll  rest  easier  in  my  grave 
der.  If  ever  there  was  a 
But  look  out  for  him!  He's 
well,  ther  lode  is— is  yours, 

That  was  all  he  said. 

Like  the  snuff  of  a  candle  his  life  went  out,  and  our  six 
friends  were  in  the  presence  of  death. 

For  a  moment  no  one  spoke  a  word. 

The  girls  had  turned  away,  and  they  now  dismounted  and 
stood  where  they  could  not  see  the  corpse. 

“Boys,”  said  Young  Wild  West,  “we  must  bury  this  poor 
fellow.  Then  we  will  take  his  belt,  as  he  requested  us,  and 
jo  on  to  Boulder.  We  started  out  for  a  trip  through  Northern 


Colorado  in  search  of  pleasure  and  adventure,  and  incidentally 
for  the  benefit  Eloise  might  derive  from  the  pure  air. 
Now,  we  have  run  across  our  first  real  adventure,  and  there 
is  no  telling  where  it  will  end.  as  I  propose  to  hunt  up  this 
wonderful  lode  he  spoke  about,  and  if  this  Bruce  Bndci  at¬ 
tempts  to  bother  us,  he  will  get  what  the  poor  miner  wanted 
him  to  get— a  bullet.  ” 

Charlie  had  thrown  his  handkerchief  over  the  dead  man’s 
face  and,  at  a  sign  from  Wild,  he  unbuckled  the  belt  and 
handed  it  over. 

A  revolver  lay  on  the  ground,  and  when  they  examined  it 
they  found  that  the  chambers  were  empty. 

“Ther  poor  feller  fired  liis  last  shot— to  attract  ther  atten¬ 
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somebody,  an’  we  happened  to  be  near 
”  observed  Cheyenne  Charlie  solemnly, 
and  he,  no  doubt,  died  easier  than  lie  would  have 
done  had  he  been  alone,”  spoke  up  Jim  Dart. 

“Well.  boys,  there  is  only  one  thing  we  can  do  now,”  said 
Young  Wild  West.  “Get  at  work  and  dig  a  grave.” 

They  found  a  soft  spot  in  a  hollow  near  by.  and  though 
they  had  not  the  proper  tools  to  work  with,  they  had  a  grave 
dug  at  the  end  of  twenty  minutes. 

Then  they  tenderly  laid  the  body  in  its  last  resting-place, 
and  when  they  had  stood  in  silence  for  the  space  of  a  min¬ 
ute  with  bared  heads,  they  proceeded  to  cover  it  over. 

They  did  not  go  through  the  pockets  of  the  clothing  at 
all.  The  man  had  bequeathed  his  belt  to  them,  saying  noth-*, 
ing  about  anything  else,  and  they  were  not  the  ones  to  take 
more  than  that  from  him  after  he  was  dead. 

If  he  had  wanted  to  give  them  more  he  would  surely  have 
mentioned  it. 

When  a  little  mound  had  been  made  to  mark  the  spot  the 
girls  dropped  the  flowers  that  had  been  shot  from  the  high 
bank  for  them  upon  the  grave,  and  then  mounting  their 
horses,  they  rode  from  the  spot. 

“From  what  the  poor  fellow  said,  we  cannot  be  at  a  very 
great  distance  from  the  place  where  the  lode  is  situated,” 
said  Wild.  “He  stated  that  it  was  three  miles  back  where 
he  had  received  his  death  wound  at  the  hands  of  Bruce  Budd. 
and  I  suppose  he  was  not  followed  many  miles  before  the 
cowardly  shot  was  fired.  We  must  be  on  the  lookout  as  we 
proceed,  now,  for  such  a  villain  as  he  described  might  sud¬ 
denly  attack  us  with  a  big  gang  of  ruffians  at  his  back.” 

But  a  lookout  was  not  needed,  it  seemed,  for  when  they 
had  covered  about  seven  miles,  without  meeting  a  humanVJ 
being,  they  suddenly  came  in  sight  of  a  hustling  mining  town 
that  nestled  in  a  little  valley. 

1  hey  had  brought  the  horse  of  the  dead  man  with  them, 
and  Wild  knew  that  the  steed  would  surely  attract  the  at- 
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Iheie  m (>ie  not  more  Ilian  forty  shanty  buildings  in  the 
place,  and  of  these  half  a  dozen  had  signs  up  as  being  hotels. 

Our  friends  headed  for  the  most  pretentious-looking  of  the 
latter  as  it  was  near  noon,  and  they  felt  as  though  they 
would  like  to  enjoy  a  meal  that  was  prepared  in  a  house.  ' 

They  had  been  forced  to  camp  and  cook  their  own  meals 
for  the  last  two  days,  and  it  would  be  a  change. 

As  they  dismounted  in  front  of  the  hotel  half  a  dozen  men 
came  out. 

One  of  them,  a  red-whiskered  fellow  of  sinister  appear¬ 
ance.  gave  a  violent  start  when  he  saw  the  horse  they  had' 
brought  into  town  with  them.  *  i 
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“Where'd  ye  come  across  that  boss,  strangers?’’  be  as&eil. 

*  moment  later. 

“Are  you  Brine  Budd?"  exclaimed  Young  Wild  West,  look 
lug  a  him  sharply. 

*  CHAPTER  II 

WHAT  l  UK  CHART  TOLD  THKM. 

Tk  >  re-1- whiskered  man  was  greatly  surprised  when  Young 
Wi’d  West  asked  him  if  be  was  Bruce  Build. 

He  steppe!  bade  a  pace  and  then,  placing  bis  band  on  the 
butt  of  bis  revolver,  exclaimed: 

“What  do  you  want  to  know  who  1  am  fur.  youngster?” 

-  “We!!,  you  see.  Bruce  Budd  shot  and  killed  a  man  a  few 
Wiles  back  on  the  trail,  and  t  told  the  pool1  fellow  before  lie 
died  ih.it  I  would  look  out  for  you  and  see  that  you  got  what 
was  coming  to  you.  Again  1  ask  you.  are  yon  Bruce  Budd?” 

-  “That  are  my  name,  youngster.”  was  the  rather  slow  re¬ 
ply.  as  though  the  man  was  studying  what  to  say.  “I'm 
Bruce  Budd.  jest  as  sure  as  you  are  an  impudent,  rattle¬ 
brained  youngster.  If  it  was  a  man  what  said  I  had  shot 
an’  killed  a  man  this  mornin’  he  wouldn't  live  ten  seconds 
after  he’d  said  it.  ’cause  it’s  a  lie!” 

Me  drew  ills  revolver  slowly  from  the  bolster  as  be  said 
this,  aud  held  it  as  though  be  was  trying  to  frighten  the 
boy. 

Wild  smiled  at  this,  and  then,  in  a  perfectly  cool  tone,  re¬ 
torted  : 

“Mr.  Bruce  Budd.  if  it  was  a  man  who  insinuated  that  I 
told  a  lie,  I  would  be  apt  to  hurt  him!” 

A  hoarse  murmur  of  astonishment  went  up  from  the  men 
on  th.e  hotel  porch. 

The  majority  of  them  knew  Bruce  Budd.  and  they  were 
aware  that  he  was  one  of  the  most  reckless  men  in  that 
section. 

They  had  never  seen  Young  Wild  West  before,  and  they 

*  took  him  to  be  a  nervy  young  fellow  who  had  made  the  mis¬ 
take  of  his  life  in  talking  to  Bruce  Budd  as  he  had  done. 

They  expected  to  see  him  fall  to  the  ground  with  a  bullet 
in  him  in  no  time. 

“I  reckon  I’ll  have  to  shoot  one  of  yer  ears  off,  jest  to  learn 
you  a  lesson.”  said  the  red-whiskered  man  coolly. 

“And  1  reckon  you  will  drop  that  shooter!” 

These  words  rang  out  sharply,  and  then  every  one  saw 
that  the  boy  had  his  man  covered. 

>.  “Drop  that  shooter,  I  say!”  commanded  Young  Wild  West. 
“Drop  it.  or  I'll  bore  a  hole  through  your  carcass!” 

Bruce  Budd’s  jaw  dropped,  and  then  his  fingers  released 
their  grasp  upon  the  revolver,  and  it  fell  to  the  ground. 

“I  guess  you  are  not  so  dangerous  as  you  tried  to  make 

*  out.”  observed  Wild,  in  his  easy,  matter-of-fact  way.  “Now, 
I  want  to  tell  you  something.  That  horse  there  was  the 
property  of  the  man  you  shot  this  morning.  Don’t  you  dare 
to  deny  that  you  shot  him.  for  if  you  do  I  will  drop  you  as 
I  won  ill  a  mad  prairie  dog!  I  don’t  know  the  name  of  the 
poor  fellow,  but  he  left  town  this  morning,  because  you  and 
vour  gang  were  harassing  him  all  the  while,  and  just  for 
spite  you  shot  him  ns  lie  was  leaving.  Gentlemen,  that  man 
is  a  cowardly  murderer!  Perhaps  some  of  you  know  the 
name  of  the  man  who  left  town  this  morning?” 

-it  was  Jim  Mitchell,”  spoke  up  a  miner,  standing  in  the 
doorwav  of  the  hotel. 

“Well.  then.  Bruce  Budd  shot  him,  for  Jim  Mitchell  told 
us  so  with  his  dying  breath.” 

The  face  of  the  villain  turned  all  colors  while  our  hero 
was  talking. 

He  began  edging  away  toward  a  roan  horse  that  was  tied 
to  a  tree,  and  as  none  of  the  men  standing  around  made  a 
move  to  stop  him.  Wild  let  him  go. 

••i-.o  on.  Bruce  Budd!”  he  called  out  to  him.  “But  just 
jub  your  eye  when  you  come  around  here  again.  There  is 
;i  waiting  for  your  neck,  and  just  as  sure  as  you  are 

uni  ,  .  : i  :iy  there,  you  will  get  it  before  many  days!” 

-  j‘}  i*  man  bad  reached  his  horse  now.  and  as  lie  was  in  the 
fi.-i  of  mounting  be  turned  and  looked  straight  at  the  liand- 
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hours,  an’  when  we  do  meet  I’m  gain’  to  prove  that  you’re  a 
liar,  if  you  say  1  shot  .Tim  Mitchell  this  morninh  Good-day!" 

The  villain  mounted  bis  horse  with  surprising  quickness, 
and  the  next  instant  be  was  galloping  away. 

The  girls  bad  not  yet  dismounted,  and  their  escorts  now 
turned  tlieir  attention  to  tlie.ni  and  assisted  them  to  alight 
oil  the  ground. 

“Tail  we  get  dinner  here,  sir?’’  Wild  asked,  addressing  a 
mail  wliti  was  in  his  shirt  sleeves  and  wore  no  lint. 

“Yes,  sir!"  was  the  prompt  reply.  “Step  right  in.  Do 
you  want  your  burses  eared  for.  too?" 

“Well,  yes;  they  should  have  a  good  rubbing  down,  and 
when  they  are  cool  enough  some  oats  won’t  hurt  them.” 

“All  right.  Mr.  West,  i’ll  guarantee  you  good  service  at 
ther  Nugget  House.” 

Two  men  quickly  took  charge  ojLthe  horses  t lie  one  that 
bad  belonged  to  tlie  murdered  miner,  also — ahd  (hen  our 
friends  went  into  tlie  reception-room  of  the  hotel. 

In  something  like  half  an  hour  they  were  ushered,  into 
the  dining-room,  where  they  sat  down  to  a  meal  that  was 
much  to  their  liking,  since  it  was  well  gotten  up  and  was 
served  neatly. 

Wild  found  that  the  hotel  proprietor’s  name  was  Lynch, 
and  after  dinner  he  had  quite  a  talk  with  him. 

He  found  the  man  to  be  one  of  the  right  sort,  according- 
to  his  judgment,  and  the  result  was  that  he  engaged  board 
for  himself  and  companions  for  a  week. 

The  name  of  the  town,  or  “camp.”  as  it  was  called  by 
most  of  the  inhabitants,  was  North  Boulder. 

It  was  really  a  part  of  Boulder,  though  some  three  miles 
intervened  between  the  two  places. 

When  Wild.  Charlie  and  Jim  came  into  the  barroom  of  the 
place,  about  an  hour  after  dinner,  they  were  the  center  ol’ 
attraction  among  the  men  who  had  gathered  there,  more  es¬ 
pecially  Wild. 

Those  who  had  sfeen  him  tame  Bruce  Budd  had  told  the 
others,  and  as  Budd  was  known  ds  such  a  bad  man  in  that 
section,  they  were  anxious  to  see  the  boy  who  had  shown 
him  a  trick  he  did  not  know. 

One  of  the  men  had  heard  of  Young  Wild  West,  and  he 
was  more  anxious  tjian  any  of  the  rest  to  see  him  and  shake 
hands  with  him. 

So  when  our  hero  came  into  the  barroom,  this  man.  who 
went  by  the  name  of  the  “Shadow,”  because  he  was  so  tall 
and  slim,  pushed  his  way  toward  him.  and  exclaimed: 

“Young  Wild  West,  I’ve  heard  a  whole  lot  about  you. 
Will  yer  let  me  grip  your  paw  once?” 

“Certainly,”  was  the  reply.  “With  whom  have  I  the  honor 
of  shaking  hands,  if  I  may  ask?” 

“I'm  ther  Shadder — that’s  all  ther  name  I  goes  by.” 

“Ah!  I  see.  Have  you  lived  around  here  long?” 

“I  was  one  of  the  fust  men  to  locate  here.”' 

“Then  you  knew  Jim  Mitchell?” 

“Oh,  yes!  I  knowed  him  as  Veil  as  any  one.  You  see, 
Jim  was  a  feller  what  never  got  very  thick  with  anybody. 
They  do  say  that  he  struck  an  awful  "rich  lode  while  pros¬ 
pectin’  one  day,  arter  he’d  only  been  out  here  a  few  weeks, 
an’  since  that  time  he  acted  as  though  he  didn’t  want  to 
mix  with  any  of  us.” 

“I  see.  Well,  he  passed  in  his  chips  this  morning.  We 
happened  along  just  as  the  breath  was  leaving  him.  He  told 
us  that  Bruce  Budd  had  followed  him  out  of  town  and  shot 
him.” 

“Well,  I  reckon  Bruce  Budd  wouldn’t  be  any  too  good  to 
do  it,”  and  the  man  looked  around  to  see  who  heard  him 
make  the  remark. 

He  must  have  been  satisfied  that  none  of  the  villain’s 
friends  were  there,  for  he  went  on: 

“Jim  Mitchell  was  hanging  around  ther  big  town  over  here, 
which  is  Boulder,  yer  know,  for  ther  past  week  or  two.  I 
don’t  know  whether  he  left  ther  town  this  mornin’  or  not.” 

“lie  did.  leave  it.  and  he  left  the  world  soon  after  from 
the  effects' of  a  bullet  fired  by  an  assassin.” 

“Ah'  he  said  Bruce  Budd  was  ther  one  what  done  it?” 

“  Yes.” 

“Well,  you  kin  gamble  that  it  is  so.  then,  for  Jim  Mitchell 
wasn’t  ther  man  to  tell  a  lie  at  any  time,  let  alone  when  he 
was  dyin’.  Are  yer  goin’  to  make  Budd  swing  for  it?” 

“1  promised  his  dying  victim  to  look  out  for  him.” 

“An’  you  will,  too,  I  s’pose?” 

“Yes;  in  both  ways.” 

“Well,  he  are  a  dangerous  man.  They  do  say  that  it  was 
flier  first  time  he  xvas  made  to  drop  his  shooter  when  you 
got  ther  drop  on  him  this  noon.” 
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“That  might  be.  But  T  have  got  the  drop  on  much  swifter 
scoundrels  than  he  is,  I  am  quite  sure.  He  started  in  to 
pick  a  row  the  moment  we  rode  up.  We  had  Mitchell's  horse 
with  us,  and  he  demanded  to  know  where  we  came  across 
the  horse.  Then  I  asked  him  if  he  was  Bruce  Budd.  and  the 
trouble  started.” 

“I  see.  Well,  if  you  an’  your  friends  need  any  one  to  give 
you  a  lift  while  you  are  around  these  diggin’s,  jest  call  on 
me.  You'll  find  I  ain’t  ther  worst  kind  of  a  feller,  if  I  do  say 
it  myself.” 

“Thank  you,  Mr. - ” 

“No  mister  about  it.  Jest  plain  Shadder.  That's  my  name, 
and  it's  good  enough.” 

“All  right.  Thank  you.  Shadow.” 

“I  don't  need  any  thankin',  but  I  want  to  tell  you  that  1 
am  awful  glad  you  have  come  here,  for  it  sorter  strikes  me 
that  you  might  do  some  good  in  these  parts.  Things  ain't 
goin’  on  jest  as  they  ought  to  go.  There’s  too  many  men  been 
robbed  lately  to  make  it  a  payin’  business  to  dig  out  nuggets 
an’  dust.  Now'  you've  got  it,  an'  ther  next  minute  you  ain't.” 

“Well,  I  did  not  intend  to  stop  here  very  long,  but  I  think 
we  will  put  a  wreek  in,  anyhow.  We  were  taking  a  little 
trip  over  the  mountains  more  for  the  beuetit  of  the  delicate 
young  lady  we  have  with  us  than  anything  else.  The  air 
of  these  parts  is  good  for  weak  lungs,  and  as  the  young 
lady  Is  engaged  to  be  married  to  a  chum  of  mine,  I  am 
anxious  to  see  her  recover  her  health.” 

“Keep  her  out  of  doors  a  good  deal,  an’  make  her  rough 
it  a  little.  That  will  do  her  more  good  than  anything  else, 
Why,  do  you  know  one  thing?  When  I  come  here  I  was 
twenty  pounds  lighter  than  i  am  now,  an'  I  expected  I  was 
goin'  to  die  afore  1  got  here.  But  I’ve  picked  right  up,  an’ 
though  I’m  still  a  shadder,  1  don't  feel  an  ache  or  pain.” 

“ Well,  it  don’t  seem  possible  that  you  were  ever  that  much 
lighter  in  weight,”  and  Wild  smiled,  for  the  man  was  cer¬ 
tainly  very  thin.” 

“But  I  was,  though,  as  anybody  who  was  here  when  I 
landed  here  from  Michigan  kin  tell  yer.  You  take  my  ad¬ 
vice,  an'  make  this  gal  you  was  talkin'  about  rough  it  a 
little  in  ther  open  air.  It  will  do  her  no  end  of  good.” 

Our  hero  thought  the  advice  good,  and  he  meant  to  see 
that  it  was  acted  upon. 

After  they  had  got  pretty  well  acquainted  with  the  men 
around  the  hotel,  our  friends  retired  to  a  private  apartment, 
and  then  Wild  brought  out  the  belt  Charlie  had  taken  from 
the  dead  man. 

With  the  point  of  his  knife  he  ripped  the  stitches  from 
the  strip  of  buckskin  that  was  sewed  to  it,  and  a  long,  folded 
paper  was  disclosed. 

But  that  was  not  all,  either. 

Under  the  paper,  folded  lengthwise,  were  five  one-thousand- 
dollar  bills. 


Both  Boulder  and  the  mining  camp  called  North  Boulder 

were  marked  down  plainly.  * 

Two  lines  which  ran  toward  each  other  until  they  cornet 
posed  a  pyramid  started  from  each  of  the  places  and 
ended  at  £  place  that  was  marked  “Deep  gully;  nine  feet  o 
the  right  of  where  the  brook  flows  underground  is  a  big 
black  rock.  A  crowbar  will  move  this  from  mouth  ol  cave> 

Bich  vein  of  virgin  gold  here." 

Then  followed  a  minute  description  of  how  to  get  to  the 
place,  but  our  friends  bad  already  seen  enough  to  convince 
them  that  they  could  lind  the  spot  without  looking  at  the 

(  li.ut  again.  -  Young  Wild  West,  -when  they  had  care- 

1 1  guess  we  have  struck  a  streak  of 
It  seems  that  we  are  going  to  have  something  mo*j 
a  good  time  traveling  over  the  mountains  of  Colorado, 
we  are  right  in  the  most  healthful  part  ot  the  State, 
where  Eloise  can  get  the  pure  air,  while  the  rest  of  us  dig 

out  a  million  in  gold!” 

“Not  so  muc-h  as  a  million,  I  guess, 
sweetheart. 

“I  don't  know  about  that.”  spoke  up  Cheyenne 
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“We  will  start  out  to-morrow  morning,”  was  the  reply. 
“We  won't  he  long  in  finding  it,  since  it  is  not  over  four 
miles  from  here.” 

The  private  room  in  which  our  friends  liad  gathered  to 
open  the  belt  overlooked  the  rear  yard  of  t He  hotel. 

There  was  a  single  window  there,  and  as  Young  Wild 
West  folded  the  paper  and  placed  it  in  the  flat  wallet  he*' 
carried  in  an  inner  pocket  of  his  silk  shirt,  he  suddenly 
caught  sight  of  a  moving  shadow  outside. 

Instantly  he  was  at  the  window  and  peering  out. 

He  was  just  in  time  to  catch  sight  of  a  rapidly  disappear? 


ing  man. 

“Some  one  has  been  spying  on  us,”  he  said.  “I’ll  see  who 


he  was.” 

Out  of  the  window  he  sprang,  and,  revolver  in  hand,  he 
made  in  the  direction  he  had  last  seen  the  form. 

Charlie  and  Jim  followed  him,  but  search  as  they  might, 
they  could  not  see  a  sign  of  a  human  being. 

Nor  could  they  hear  the  sounds  of  footsteps  in  any  di¬ 
rection.  1 J 

“That  is  rather  mysterious.”  observed  our  hero,  when  they 
entered  the  house  again.  “But  I  don’t  know  as  it  matters 
much.  That  rich  strike  of  gold  belongs  to  us.  and  that  settles 
it.  Wo  will  stake  out  a  claim  there,  and  then  I  would  like, 
to  sc'  Cm  •.'•ing  that  will  be  able  to  drive  us  out!"  9  *1 


“Gee!”  cried  Charlie,  “ther  poor  feller  was  putty  well  fixed, 
too!” 

“It  is  a  shame  that  lie  had  to  be  killed  just  as  be  bad  made 
up  his  mind  to  leave  the  place.”  spoke  up  Arietta.  “That 
money  would  have  started  him  in  business  somewhere,  and 
he  ^ould  have  lived  in  comfort  the  rest  of  his  days.” 

“It  is  too  bad,”  answered  Wild.  “But  lie  took  pains  to 
tell  us  that  he  had  no  relatives,  so  I  suppose  the  money  be¬ 
longs  to  us,  as  he  gave  us  the  belt.  ” 

“We  don’t  need  it,”  remarked  Jim. 

“Well,  we  won’t  give  it  to  Bruce  Budd,  that  is  certain.” 

“Oil,  no!”  exclaimed  all  bands  in  a  breath. 

“Well,  the  poor  fellow  must  certainly  have  told  the  truth 
when  he  said  he  had  no  relatives  that  he  knew  of.  That 
being  the  case,  we  are  in  duty  bound  to  take  the  money. 
But  I  tell  you  what  we  will  do  with  it.  We  will  use  it  to 
build  a  church  in  Weston.  That  is  about  the  best  use  I 
think  we  can  put  it  to.” 

“Good!” 

“We  will  ride  over  to  Boulder  this  afternoon  and  deposit 
it  In  the  bank,  so  it  will  be  safe.” 

“That’s  it.” 

“That  being  settled,  we  will  now  look  at  the  paper  here. 
That  seemed  to  be  of  more  worth  to  the  dying  man  than  any¬ 
thing  else,  since  he  spoke  of  the  chart,  and  not  the  money.” 

Young  Wild  West  carefully  unfolded  the  paper. 

It  was  a  sheet  of  what  Is  called  legal  cap.  and  when  it 
had  been  smoothed  out.  on  the  table  before  the  six.  they  saw 
that  it  contained  a  rather  roughly  drawn  chart. 

But  WUd  was  soon  able  to  make  it  out  as  plainly  as  though 
it  bad  been  a  map  of  the  town  in  which  he  lived. 


CHAPTER  III. 

BRUCE  BUDD  AND  HIS  GANG. 

When  Bruce  Budd  rode  away  from  the  hotel  at  North 
Boulder  he  was  oue  of  the  most  discomfited  men  that  had 
ever  turued  his  face  from  the  spot. 

Brutal  by  nature,  he  had  developed  .a  reckless,  dominating, 
spirit  that  had  carried  him  through  ail  sorts  of  stages,  and*1 
he  had  at  length  become  what  lie  thought  was  invincible  in 
the  art  of  bossing  those  of  his  fellow-men  who  chanced  to  dis¬ 
agree  with  him. 

And  then  just  as  he  was  about  to  teach  what  he  called  aii^  I 
upstart  ot  a  boy  a  lesson,  to  be  brought  down  from  bis  pin* 
uacle  before  a  whole  crowd  was  humiliating,  not  to  sav 
maddening,  to  him. 

But  one  thing  about  the  man,  lie  could  hold  his  temper 
in  check. 

He  managed  to  do  this  when  he  found  he  was  but  as  a 
mouse  is  to  a  cat  in  the  boy  s  hands,  and  lie  made  the  best 
of  ’it  and  got  away  as  soon  as  possible. 

But  at  every  step  his  horse  took  lie  was  breathing  ven-J 
geance  on  Young  Wild  West. 

“I  11  fix  this  Young  Wild  West.”  lie  muttered  for  the  hun¬ 
dredth  time,  as  lie  rode  into  the  town  of  Boulder  and  reined 
in  his  horse  before  a  low  drinking  and  gambling  resort  "I'll 
fix  him,  or  my  name  ain't  Bruce  Budd.”  1 

The  place  he  had  pulled  up  at  was  one  of  many  of  its  kind 
in  the  rapidly  growing  mining  towns,  oulv  that  it  was  mucbN 
more  vile  than  any  of  the  rest.  *  'W|l 

Dark  stories  wore  told  about  the  “Cloven  Hoof"  wbtek 
was  the  name  the  saloon  went  by. 
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It  the  stories  were  in  any  way  correct,  more  than  one  man 
had  entered  the  place  never  to  come  out  again. 

Kudd  had  no  sooner  dismounted  when  a  man  came  and 
took  his  horse  and  led  it  to  the  rear  of  the  place  where  the 
stable  was  located. 

The  villain  walked  in  with  the  air  of  one  who  held  the  con¬ 
trolling  interest  in  things  in  general,  and  when  he  stepped 
up  to  the  bar  he  was  greeted  warmly  by  the  half  a  dozen  men 
in  the  room. 

"Hello,  Bruce!  What  are  yer  lookin'  so  glum  about?”  said 
the  brutal-looking  man  behind  the  bar. 

"I  ain’t  lookin'  mad,  am  I?”  was  the  reply.  “Give  me  some 
duid  lightning,  an'  be  quick  about  it,  Bob!” 

Bob  hastened  to  put  out  a  bottle  and  glass,  and  after  he 
bad  swallowed  a  quantity  of  the  fiery  stuff  Bud  turned  to 
the  men  and  asked  them  to  have  a  drink. 

They  seemed  to  be  waiting  for  just  such  an  invitation,  for 
with  one  accord  they  stepped  up  to  the  bar  and  partook  of 
the  contents  of  the  bottle. 

Budd  also  drank,  making  it  two  to  their  one. 

Then  he  wiped  his  mouth  and  looked  at  the  men  for  a  mo¬ 
ment,  glancing  at  each  one  separately. 

The  result  was  that  one  by  one  they  left  the  bar,  going  into 
a  hallway  and  then  down  a  flight  of  stairs  to  the  cellar. 

When  they  were  all  out  but  the  man  behind  the  bar,  Budd 
followed  them. 

The  cellar  beneath  the  saloon  was  a  remarkably  dry  one, 
and  had  a  high  ceiling. 

It  was  entirely  devoid  of  windows,  and  two  doors  had  to  be 
opened  before  it  could  be  entered. 

The  first  was  a  common  door,  such  as  would  be  apt  to  be 
there,  but  the  second,  which  was  only  a  foot  from  it,  was  of. 
heavy  oak,  and  had  an  old-fashiened  brass  knocker  attached 
to  it. 

Bruce  Budd  did  not  have  to  knock  for  admittance,  though, 
for  the  two  doors  were  ajar  as  he  came  down  the  stairs,  and 
one  of  the  men  who  had  preceded  him  stood  there  to  admit 
him. 

When  he  got  inside  he  found  the  cellar  lighted  by  a  hang¬ 
ing  oil-lamp,  which,  though  it  made  light  enough  in  the  cen¬ 
ter,  cast  gloomy  shadows  in  the  corners. 

Around  the  room  was  a  single  row  of  benches,  and  in  the 
center  beneath  the  lamp  was  a  table  with  a  chair  before  it. 

“Close  the  door!”  exclaimed  Budd,  taking  a  seat  in  the 
chair  and  removing  his  hat. 

The  command  was  obeyed  immediately. 

“Men,”  observed  the  villain,  “I  have  some  news.” 

“What  is  it,  cap?”  inquired  one  of  them. 

“Jim  Mitchell  did  not  get  away  from  us  this  morning,  after 
all.” 

The  men  looked  surprised. 

“He  dropped  soon  after  I  gave  him  that  last  bullet,  and  be¬ 
fore  he  died  a  party  of  three  fellers  an’  three  females  come 
along,  an’  he  told  ’em  who  shot  him,  an’  I  guess  what  fur.” 

At  this  the  men  looked  at  each  other,  and  shrugged  their 
shoulders. 

"Did  you  see  tiler  people  what  he  told  it  to,  cap?”  asked 
one  of  them. 

“Yes;  I  was  on  ther  stoop  of  ther  Nugget  Hotel  when  they 
come  up,  with  Mitchell’s  horse  with  ’em.  What  do  yer  think 
nappened  then,  boys?” 

“What?”  came  from  them  all  at  once. 

“I  started  to  pick  a  row  with  ther  leader  of  this  crowd,  an’ 
though  he  was  only  a  boy,  he  got  ther  best  of  me  an’  made 
me  drop  my  shooter.” 

“What!  ”  and  the  half  a  dozen  rascally  fellows  looked 
aghast. 

“That’s  what  he  done,”  went  on  Budd.  “I  ain’t  afraid  to 
own  up  to  it.  He  is  tlier  quickest  feller  I  ever  faced.  He 
tolo  me  that  his  name  is  Yeung  Wild  West,  an’  he  told  me 
ihaf  I  had  better  look  out  for  myself,  an’  all  that.” 

An'  you  come  on  over  here?” 

“  Y <•  - ;  but  Ch  rry  stayed  over  there.  He’ll  know  more  about 
th rye  people  than  i  do  when  he  comes  over.  That  Young 
Wild  Wm;t  told  rne  right  to  my  face  that  it  was  me  what  shot 
J  r.  lib  c  11,  an’  when  he  said  it  1  could  see  that  he  was  full 
■  nldn’t  hesitate  to  drop  me.  He  got  ther  best  of 
me,  but  now  it  will  come  our  turn  to  git  ther  best  of  him. 
It  j y  more  than  likely  :hat.  if  his  crowd  found  Mitchell  as  he 
dyin  he  hau  told  ’em  where  that,  wonderful  gold  mine  is. 
If  .  hai  they  will  certainly  hunt  it  up.  Then  we  will  stand  a 
mueh  better  show  of  rindin'  where  it  is  than  we  did  with 
i. a  .  ,e  he  v.  _  only  one,  an’  never  went  near  It  any 


time  when  we  was  watchin’.,  We’ll  just  lay  low  till  we  find  it, 
an’  then  I’ll  give  Young  Wild  West  what  I  give  Mitchell.  That 
i will  be  my  revenge  on  him.” 

“But,  cap,”  observed  one  of  the  villains,  “if  this  boy  is  so 
soon  with  his  shooter,  mightn’t  it  be  that  he  would  drop  you 
afore  you  could  fetch  him.  Such  a  feller  as  you  say  lie  is  ain’t 
likely  to  be  caught  nappin’,  you  know.” 

“I’ll  take  my  chances  with  him,  or  anybody  else,  for  that 
matter.  You  all  ought  to  know  what  kind  of  a  man  1  am 
by  this  time.” 

“We  do,  cap!  There  ain’t  your  match  in  tlier  world,  not 
when  it  comes  to  fightin’!”  cried  the  fellow,  who  had  been  in 
charge  of  the  door. 

“You  bet!”  said  the  others  in  unison. 

Bruce  Budd  smiled  in  a  satisfied  manner. 

He  felt  that  his  men  were  sincere,  and  that  was  a  thing 
for  him  to  be  proud  of. 

“Boys,”  he  remarked,  a  moment  later,  “we’ve  got  to  start 
in  to-morrer  mornin’  an’  hunt  for  Mitchell’s  gold  mine.  It 
must  be  a  dandy  lode,  ’cause  you  know  when  a  vein  of  gold 
is  struck  in  this  vicinity  it  always  are  a  good  one.  There’s 
so  much  silver  and  copper  around  here  that  when  you  do 
find  gold  it  is  either  in  very  small  quantities  or  else  big  ones. 
We’ve  been  tryin’  to  find  where  Mitchells  mine  is  for  a  good 
while,  an’  ther  fool  was  so  scared  that  we  would  find  it  that 
he  stopped  workin’  anywhere  around  it,  I  s’pose.  He’d  rather 
it  would  go  to  waste  than  share  it  with  any  one,  unless  he 
has  told  this  Young  Wild  West  an’  his  gang  .where  it  was.  I 
think  he  has,  boys.  A  dyin’  man  is  apt  to  tell  sich  things  as 
that,  you  know.  Anyhow,  we  kin  tell  to-morrer  mornin’,  for 
if  wre  see  ther  boy  an’  his  pards  lookin’  around,  you  kin  bet: 
they  will  be  huntin’  for  Jim  Mitchell’s  lode.” 

“Good!”  came  from  all  hands. 

“That’s  what  I  brought  you  down  here  for,  boys.  They  say 
walls  have  ears,  but  we  know  when  we  are  in  ther  cellar  of 
ther  Cloven  Hoof  there’s  no  one  kin  hear  what  we  say  unless 
they  are  here  with  us.  Now,  see  ther  rest  of  ther  gang  an’ 
tell  ’em  to  meet  me  at  ther  waterfall  to-morrer  mornin’  at 
seven.” 

The  villains  present  promised  to  do  this,  and  then  the  meet¬ 
ing,  which  had  been  a  short  one,  broke  up. 

Some  of  them  left  the  saloon  as  they  -went  upstairs,  and 
others  went  into  the  barroom. 

Among  the  latter  was  Bruce  Budd. 

He  wanted  to  have  a  talk  with  Bob,  the  proprietor  of  the  j 

place,  who,  as  might  be  supposed,  was  also  a  member  of  the 
gang.  | 

This  man,  in  fact,  was  the  treasurer,  and  it  was  he  who 
lured  the  victims,  who  chanced  to  enter  the  place,  to  their, 
death,  so  that  they  might  be  easily  robbed  of  the  money  and 
valuables  they  chanced  to  possess. 

The  two  were  soon  in  a  whispered  conversation  at  the  endi 
of  the  bar. 

“What  is  up  that  you  called  ther  men  downstairs?”  asked 
Bob. 

“I  wanted  to  tell  them  to  be  ready  to  jine  me  in  huntin’ 
for  Jim  Mitchell’s  gold  to-morrer  mornin’,”  was  the  reply. 

“Why,  have  you  found  a  clew  as  to  where  it  is?” 

“Well,  not  exactly.  But  I  shot  Mitchell  this  mornin’  as  he 
was  leavin’  town,  an’  a  little  later  he  died,  after  tellin’  some 
people  lie  met  on  ther  trail  who  it.  was  shot  him.  I  reckon 
he  must  have  told  ’em  about  ther  lode,  too.” 

“Tell  me  all  about  it,”  and  the  saloon-keeper  became  very 
much  interested. 

Budd  did  so,  not  omitting  what  had  occurred  when  he  came 
face  to  face  with  Young  Wild  West. 

Bob  was  very  much  surprised. 

He  had  known  of  Bruce  Budd’s  wonderful  nerve  and  reck¬ 
less  dariug  for  a  long  time,  and  in  that  time  had  never  heard 
of  his  being  humiliated,  alone  or  before  a  crowd. 

And  the  fact  of  the  desperate  man  admitting  that  a  boy 
bad  got  the  best  of  him  made  it  still  stranger  to  him. 

Bob  scratched  his  head  thoughtfully. 

“This  youngster  must  be  a  wonder,”  he  remarked. 

“Mebbe  be  is,”  was  the  retort. 

“But  you’ll  fix  him  if  he  crosses  you  again.” 

“You  kin  bet  yer  boots  I  will!”  and  Budd  stroked  his  bushy, 
red  whiskers  viciously. 

A  few  minutes  later  he  went  into  another  room  and  got 
his  dinner. 

Then  some  of  the  gang  came  back,  and  he  sat  down  to  play 
cards  with  them. 

He  waited  anxiously  for  his  man  called  Cherry  to  come. 

This  man  was  his  trusted  lieutonant,  and  being  a  shrewd] 
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fellow,  Budd  thought  he  would  bring  some  information  con¬ 
cerning  Young  Wild  West  when  he  came. 

It  was  getting  well  toward  the  middle  of  the  afternoon  when 
Cherry  rode  up  to  the  door  of  the  Cloven  Hoof,  and  dis¬ 
mounted. 

Bruce  Budd  knew  the  man’s  step  when  he  entered  the  door, 
and  at  once  got  up  from  the  card  table. 

Cherry,  who  was  a  very  small  man,  weighing  scarcely  a 
hundred  pounds,  at  once  went  iuto  the  hall  and  descended  the 
steps  to  the  cellar. 

He  was  followed  by  the  captain  of  the  rascally  gang  of  plun¬ 
derers. 

Net  until  they  were  in  the  cellar  did  the  new  arrival  open 
his  mouth. 

Then  he  said: 

“Well,  Bruce,  1  stayed  over  there  long  enough  to  iind  out 
somethin’.” 

“Good!  I  thought  you’d  do  that,  Cherry.” 

“Yes.  My!  didn’t  that  youngster  show  quickness  when  he 
told  you  to  drop  your  shooter?” 

"He  sartinly  did,”  and  Budd  shrugged  his  shoulders,  as 
though  the  thought  of  the  occurrence  was  not  exactly  pleasant 
to  him. 

“Well,  you  done  jest  what  you  oughter — you  moped.  It 
wouldn’t  have  done  for  you  to  have  stayed,  I’m  sartin  it 
wouldn't.  That  young  feller  meant  business,  an'  ther  tall  man 
an'  ther  boy  w;th  him  both  acted  as  though  they  was  jest 
anxious  to  see  a  game  of  shoot  start  up.  They'd  have  slayed 
things  if  they’d  got  started,  Bruce,  _I  feel  sartin  that  they 
would.” 

“Never  mind  that!”  retorted  the  red-whiskered  villain,  a 
trifle  peevishly.  "What  did  you  find  out  after  1  come  away?” 

“I  found  out  that  they  know  jest  where  Jim  Mitchell's  mine 

is.” 

“How  did  you  find  it  cut?” 

“I  listened  under  ther  winder  of  ther  room  they  was  in.” 

“You  did?”  » 

“Yes.” 

“Bully  for  you,  Cherry!” 

“Oh!  I  knows  a  thing  or  two,  even  if  I  are  a  little  under¬ 
size.” 

"You  bet  you  do.” 

“My  brain  is  big  enough,  if  my  body  ain't  quite  what  it 
oughter  be." 

“That’s  right,  Cherry.” 

“An’  I  never  allows  a  person  to  be  any  smarter  than  I  am.” 

“Right  you  are,"  retorted  Budd,  who  was  anxious  to  hear 
what  the  man  had  to  say,  but  felt  in  duty  bound  to  let  him 
have  his  own  way  about  telling  it. 

“I  was  watchin’  ther  six  of  ’em  putty  near  every  minute 
after  you  got  out.  I  kept  kinder  out  of  sight,  but  I  had  both 
my  eyes  an’  ears  open.” 

"Yes;  but  what  did  you  learn?” 

"One  thing  I  come  to  ther  conclusion  to  right  at  ther  start 
was  that  ther  gal  with  ther  golden  hair  is  about  ther  puttiest 
I've  ever  seen,  Bruce.” 

“Yes;  but  hew  about  Jim  Mitchell’s  mine?” 

Budd  was  getting  more  impatient  every  moment. 

“That  gal  is  jest  my  ideal,  Bruce.”  went  on  Cherry,  ignor¬ 
ing  the  question.  “If  I  knewed  of  a  way  to  make  her  fall  in 
love  with  me  I’d  give  all  I  own  in  ther  world!” 

“You’re  a  fool,  Cherry!”  exclaimed  Budd,  in  a  tone  of  dis¬ 
gust. 

“Mebbe  I  am,  Bruce,  but  I  ain’t  ther  only  one.  You  don’t 
remember  ther  gal  you  fell  in  love  with  once,  I  s’pose?” 

“See  here!  Jest  let  ther  gal  business  drop  for  a  while. 
What  I  want  to  know  is  what  you  found  out  about  Jim 
Mitchell’s  mine.” 

“Well,  I’m  tryin’  to  tell  yer,  but  yer  won’t  let  me,  It  seems.” 

“Yes;  I  will  let  you.  Go  ahead,  now.  Leave  ther  gal  with 
ther  golden  hair  till  afterwards.  She  kin  wait,  I  reckon. 
’Tain’t  golden  hair  what  we  are  after  now;  it’s  ther  gold  itself, 
an’  plenty  of  it.  Now,  then,  what  did  you  find  out?”  and  the 
villain  brought  his  fist  down  upon  the  table  to  emphasize 
his  words. 

“Well,”  said  Cherry,  getting  down  to  business,  “I  listened 
under  ther  winder  an’  I  heard  ’em  talkin’  about  openin’  a  belt 
that  Mitchell  had  given  ’em  when  he  was  dyin’.  They  ripped 
ther  thing  open,  an’  I  could  hear  ther  stitches  give  way  when 
they  done  it.” 

“Yes.” 

“What  do  yer  s'pose  they  found  in  ther  belt?” 

“What?” 


“Five  one-thousand-, dollar  bills  an’  a  chart  of  ther  place 
where  there’s  millions  in  gold!  ”  *J 

"Get  out!”  cried  Budd  jumping  excitedly  from  his  chair. 

“That's  jest  what  they  found,”  declared  the  little  man. 

"Oh!  if  we’d  only  known  that  Jim  Mitchell  had  that  belt  on 
this  mornin',"  and  Budd  began  walking  excitedly  up  and  down 
the  cellar. 

"Yes;  if  we'd  only  known  it.  But  we  didn’t,  you  see.  If 
we'd  only  knowed  that  Mitchell  was  leavin’  Boulder  for  good, 
we  might  have  suspected  that  lie  had  somethin’  with  him  that 
was  worth  gittin’  hold  of;  but  we  didn’t,  you  see.” 

"Too  bad — too  bad!” 

“Well,  Bruce,  I'll  go  ahead  with  my  story.  I  waited  under 
ther  winder  long  enough  to  find  out  that  they  was  goin’  to  use 
ther  five  thousand  to  put  up  a  church  buildin’  somewhere,  an’ 
that  they  was  cornin’  over  here  to  deposit  ther  money  in  ther 
bank  this  afternoon.  Then  to-morrer  mornin’  they  are  goin’ 
to  open  up  ther  mine  that  Jim  Mitchell  give  to  them.  They 
know  jest  where  it  is,  ’cause  they’ve  got  a  chart  that’s  plain 
as  day.” 

“An’  they’re  goin’  to  ther  place  to-morrer  mornin’?” 

“Yes;  that’s  what  they  said.” 

“An’  they’re  goin’  to  bring  over  ther  five  tnousand  to  put  in 
ther  bank  this  afternoon?” 

“That's  as  sure  as  you’re  born.” 

“Well,  we’ve  got  to  git  ther  five  thousand  first,  then.” 

Cherry  shook  his  head. 

“I  wouldn’t  bother  with  that  at  all,  Bruce,”  he  said. 

“Why  wouldn't  yer?” 

“'Cause  if  we  was  to  tackle  ’em  an’  git  ther  five  thousand 
away  from  'em,  we  might  lose  all  chances  of  findin'  where 
ther  gold  is.” 

“How  would  we  lose  all  chance?” 

“Well,  they  might  hire  a  gang  of  men  an’  station  ’em  around 
so’s  we  couldn’t  git  anywhere  near  ’em  when  they  got  ter 
workin’  ther  lode.  That  would  be  one  way,  an’  another  way 
would  be  that  we  might  have  to  shoot  ’em  afore  we  robbed 
’em,  an’  then  we'd  never  find  ther  chart,  anyhow.  ’Tain’t 
likely  Young  Wild  West  is  fool  enough  to  carry  that  chart 
around  with  him,  ’specially  when  he’s  ridin’  over  here.  You 
kin  bet  yer  life  he’ll  hide  that  where  no  one  but  him  an'  his 
friends  knows  where  it  is.” 

The  leader  cf  the  gang  thought  a  moment,  and  then  said: 

“Well,  mebbe  you're  right.  Cherry.  If  you  hadn't  been  sioh 
a  brainy  chap  I’d  never  made  yer  my  lieutenant.  I'll  do  as 
you  say  in  this  case.  Still,  five  thousand  dollars  is  five  thou¬ 
sand  dollars.” 

“I  know  that,  Bruce,  as  well  as  you  do.  A  million  in  gold 
is  a  million  in  gold,  too.” 

“That  settles  it.” 

“I  thought  it  would,  Bruce.” 

“Yes;  you’ve  got  ther  brains  an’  I've  got  ther  nerve.” 

“An’  Young  Wild  West  seems  to  have  a  good  supply  of 
both.” 

“Well,  he  won't  have  neither  of  them  things  when  I  git 
through  with  him.” 

“I  reckon  not,”  and  the  little  man  nodded  as  though  he 
thought  it  a  sure  thing. 

“We  will  size  up  these  fellers  when  they  come  over  to  ther 
bank.” 

“Yes.” 

“They  might  be  here  now,  for  all  we  know.” 

“I  wouldn’t  be  surprised.” 

The  two  villains  now  went  upstairs  and  out  into  the  bar¬ 
room.  * 

A  number  of  their  own  gang  were  there,  but  there  were 
other  miners  and  residents  of  the  town  who  had  gathered 
there,  too. 

The  Cloven  Hoof  was  not  patronized  alone  by  the  gang  of 
a  dozen  that  held  forth  in  the  cellar. 

All  sorts  of  characters  came  in. 

There  were  some  strangers  there  now,  and  Bruce  Budd 
carefully  sized  them  up. 

If  he  thought  there  was  any  one  there  who  had  a  large 
sum  of  money,  plans  would  be  promptly  laid  to  gei  it  from 
him. 

While  he  was  looking  around  three  more  came  into  the 
place. 

They  were  Young  Wild  West,  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jim 
Dart. 

Biuce  Budd  tui ned  a  trifle  pale,  and  showed  signs  of  being 
uneasy.  fl. 

With  all  his  boastful  talk  he  was  afraid  of  the  dashing  be\ 
with  'the  flowing  chestnut  hair. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

OUR  FR1KMDS  AT  BOULDER. 

It  was  decided  that  all  of  our  friends  should  ride  over  to 
Boulder  and  visit  the  bank. 

They  ordered  their  horses  to  be  brought  out,  and  then  tell¬ 
ing  the  landlord  that  they  would  be  back  in  time  for  supper, 
mounted  and  rode  off. 

The  distance  being  only  three  miles,  they  went  along  at  an 
easy  pace,  taking  in  the  beauties  of  the  wild  mountain 
scenerv  as  they  went. 

Young  Wild  West  took  pains  to  tell  them  what  the  man  who 
went  by  the  name  of  Shadow  had  told  him,  and  though  they 
laughed,  he  impressed  it  on  the  mind  of  Eloise  that  he  be¬ 
lieved  what  the  thin  man  said. 

“All  right.”  she  retorted,  with  a  laugh.  “I  will  do  just  as 
you  say.  1  really  feel  better  since  we  have  got  in  this  part 
of  the  country.” 

“Well,  Eloise,  you  never  were  what  any  one  could  call  real 
sick,  anyway,”  spoke  up  Arietta,  who  always  had  a  way  of 
saying  encouraging  things.  “You  need  a  little  excitement 
and  plenty  of  outdoor  life,  as  the  Shadow  said.  Look  at  me! 
Do  you  suppose  I  would  be  so  healthy’  looking  if  I  had  not 
spent  so  much  of  my  time  out  of  doors?  And  look  at  Anna! 
When  she  first  came  to  Weston  she  was  more  of  a  shadow 
than  anything  else.  Now  she  will  weigh  one  hundred  and 
fifty  pounds,  if  she  weighs  an  ounce.” 

“Not  quite  so  heavy  as  that,”  laughed  Cheyenne  Charlie's 
wife. 

“Well,  Anna,  how  far  is  Et  out  of  the  way  on  the  hundred 
and  fifty  pounds?"  Wild  asked. 

“Well,  I  got  weighed  at  the  store  in  Weston  twro  weeks  ago. 
and  I  only  weighed  a  hundred  and  forty-eight,”  wras  the  re¬ 
ply. 

This  made  every  one  laugh,  and  before  they  got  to  Boulder 
they  agreed  to  get  weighed,  just  for  the  fun  of  it,  as  the  girl 
said. 

Nothing  happened  on  the  way  over,  and  they  found  the 
bank  without  having  to  inquire  for  it. 

The  money  was  soon  deposited,  and  then  they  headed  for 
a  store  where  candies  and  other  delicacies  were  offered  for 
sale. 

After  he  had  bought  more  sweets  than  they  could  eat  in  a 
week,  Young  Wild  West  asked  the  young  lady  behind  the 
counter  where  they  could  weigh  themselves  in  town. 

“Why,  right  in  the  back  room,”  was  the  reply.  “We  have 
a  platform  scales. 

“Good  enough!”  exclaimed  Charlie.  “Now,  we  will  see  how 
much  Anna  has  gained  since  she  has  been  in  the  mountains  of 
Colorado.” 

Our  hero  led  the  way  into  the  back  room,  and  after  the 
girl  clerk  had  insisted  in  dusting  the  scales  he  told  Arietta 
to  step  on  the  platform. 

The  girl  unhesitatingly  did  so. 

“One  hundred  and  thirty-four!”  called  out  Jim,  who  had 
dropped  on  his  knees,  so  he  could  make  out  the  figures  readily. 

“That’s  pretty  good,  isn’t  it?”  remarked  Arietta,  as  she 
stepped  from  the  scales.  “Now,  Wild,  you  go  next.” 

“All  right,”  answered  the  young  deadshot,  and  he  did  so. 

“One  hundred  and  forty-nine,”  said  Jim. 

“Well,  that  is  about  my  average.  I  guess  these  scales  are 
accurate.  Now,  Eloise.” 

Jim’s  sweetheart  stepped  up  rather  timidly,  and  waited 
for  him  to  get  the  balance. 

“Ninety-nine!”  he  said.  “Well,  that  isn’t  so  bad,  after  all. 
Your  build  is  slender.*” 

Eloise  appeared  to  be  very  well  satisfied. 

“She  will  do  well  enough,"  remarked  Wild.  “Now,  Anna, 
lot’s  see  if  you  have  gained  any  since  you  left  home.” 

Anna  stepped  up  and  tipped  the  beam  at  a  hundred  and 
fifty-one. 

“She’s  only  gained  three  pounds,”  laughed  her  husband. 
“Well,  that  ain’t  so  bad.  Now,  I’ll  see  what  I  weigh." 

“One  hundred  and  sixty-three,”  came  from  Jim,  promptly. 

Then  he  got  on,  while  Wild  bent  down  to  see  the  figures. 

-Toil  weigh  just  a  hundred  and  forty-one,  Jim,"  he  said. 
“You  and  Eloise  can  pride  yourselves  on  being  the  lightest 
couple  in  the  crowd.” 

It  being  a  very  pleasant  place  in  the  store,  Wild  suggested 
that  the  girls  remain  in  there  for  half  an  hour,  while  they 

went  around  the  town  a  bit. 

'  A.j  right,’  said  Aiietta.  “But  don’t  go  to  getting  Into  any 
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trouble,  now.  I  suppose  you  are  looking  for  that,  man  who 
killed  the  miner?” 

“Well,  I  am,  Et.  But  if  I  find  him  I  shan’t  bother  him,  un¬ 
less  he  opens  the  game.  I’ll  promise  you  that.” 

With  that  the  three  left  the  store. 

The  first  public  place  their  eyes  lighted  upon  when  they 
went  out  was  the  Cloven  Hoof. 

It  was  but  a  few  yards  down  the  street  on  the  opposite  side, 
so  they  left  their  horses  tied  where  they  were,  and  walked 
over. 

Though  Young  Wild  West  had  an  idea  that  Bruce  Budd  had 
come  to  Boulder,  he  hardly  expected  to  find  him  in  the  first 
saloon  they  entered. 

But  there  was  the  villain  at  the  end  of  the  bar. 

Wild  decided  not  to  have  anything  to  say  to  him,  or  even 
act  as  though  he  recognized  him,  so  he  simply  led  the  way  to 
the  bar  and  asked  for  cigars  for  himself  and  companions. 

But  he  was  keeping  a  watch  on  Budd  all  the  time. 

He  knew  the  villain  must  surely  be  itching  to  get  a  chance 
at  him. 

But  though  Budd  would  have  liked  to  have  got  square 
with  the  boy,  he  was  not  going  to  try  it  just  then. 

He  was  more  than  pleased  a  moment  later  when  he  heard 
one  of  the  strangers  address  Young  Wild  West  in  an  insulting 
way. 

The  stranger  was  a  cowboy,  and  he  had  been  drinking  quite 
heavily. 

He  no  sooner  set  eyes  on  the  boy  than  he  broke  into  a 
grin  and,  catching  the  fellow'  who  was'  with  him  by  the  arm, 
said: 

“Look  at  ther  young  cow-puncher  what’s  jist  come  out  of  a 
bandbox,  Dan.  I’ll  bet  he’s  got  cologne  on  his  handkerchief!” 

“Sh!  I  wouldn’t  meddle  with  him,”  was  the  reply. 

“Wouldn’t  meddle  with  him,  hey?  Well,  I  reckon  that  if  I 
felt  in  tlier  notion  I’d  take  him  across  my  knee  an’  spank 
him.” 

Wild  heard  all  this  plainly,  but  he  paid  not  the  least  atten¬ 
tion  to  the  remarks. 

He  vras  watching  Bruce  Budd,  and  when  he  saw  the  look 
of  delight  that  shone  on  his  face  he  thought  it  was  just  possi¬ 
ble  that  he  had  put  the  cowboy  up  to  pick  a  muss  with  him. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  never  liked  to  hear  his  young  friend  in¬ 
sulted,  and  turning  to  Wild,  he  said,  in  a  low'  tone: 

“Did  you  hear  what  that  measly  coyote  said?” 

“Yes;  1  heard  him,”  wras  the  calm  rejoinder. 

“All  right,  then.  I  thought  maybe  you  didn’t.” 

“1  heard  him  well  enough,  but  so  long  as  he  does  not  bother 
me  any  more  than  that  I  shall  not  mind  him.” 

Just  then  the  cowboy,  wrbo  -was  a  big,  powerful  fellow,  put 
another  drink  of  liquor  down  his  throat,  and  then,  as  he  I 
wiped  his  mouth  on  his  sleeve,  he  turned  to  our  hero,  and  ex¬ 
claimed: 

“Hello,  young  feller!” 

“Hello!”  was  the  quick  reply.  “When  did  they  let  you  out?” 

“When  did  who  let  me  out?”  and  the  cowboy  scowled  fierce¬ 
ly,  striding  toward  Wild  a  couple  of  paces. 

“Your  keepers.” 

“My  keepers?” 

“Yes;  your  keepers.” 

“See  here,  youngster,  don’t  try  to  be  too  smart,  now.  I 
don’t  allow  any  sich  whipper-snappers  as  you  to  insult  me.” 

“Oh!”  cried  Wild,  affecting  surprise.  “You  don’t  like  to  be 
insulted,  then?” 

“I  guess  not!  ” 

“Well,  why  do  you  try  to  insult  others,  then?” 

“1  don’t.” 

The  man  was  edging  closer  all  the  time,  and  Wild  knew 
he  was  going  to  make  a  grab  for  him  pretty  soon. 

“Well,  maybe  you  don’t  know  when  you  do  insult  any  one. 
But  a  little  while  ago,  when  you  remarked  that  you  bet  t  had 
cologne  on  my  handkerchief,  you  meant  to  insult  me.” 

“If  you  say  1  said  that  you - ” 

That  was  all  he  said  just  then,  for  a  clenched  fist  caught, 
him  squarely  on  the  mouth  and  cm  the  word  short. 

The  blow  was  straight  from  the  shoulder,  too,  and  when 
Young  Wild  West  delivered  it.  he  meant  business. 

The  big  cowboy  staggered  like  a  buck  stricken  with  a  bullet, 
and  then  down  he  went  in  a  heap  to  the  floor. 

“You  also  told  your  friend  that  if  you  felt  in  the  notion 
you  would  take  me  across  your  knee  and  spank  mo.  How 
about  it— do  you  feel  in  the  notion?” 

A  loud  laugh  went  up  from  those  in  the  room  as  Wild  said 
this. 

Even  Bruce  Budd  w'as  a  little  amused. 
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The  friend  of  the  cowboy  stood  with  his  back  against  the 
bar  enjoying  it  as  much  as  any  one  present. 

“Now,  Joe,  you  see  what  you  got  for  wantin'  to  be  smart, 
don’t  you?  Do  you  want  me  to  help  you  git  up?” 

“I  guess  I  kin  git  up,”  came  the  reply  in  a  growling  voice. 

He  got  up,  and  then,  looking  at  Young  Wild  West  for  a  mo¬ 
ment,  without  saying  a  word,  he  suddenly  darted  for  him. 

Our  hero  did  not  hit  him  this  time. 

He  simply  made  one  of  those  quick  moves  of  his,  and 
caught  him  about  the  body.  Up  went  the  fellow’s  heels,  and 
the  next  instant  he  was  lying  across  the  boy’s  knee,  hi$  head 
being  held  down  by  Wild’s  left  hand. 

Whack!  Whack!  Whack! 

The  young  prince  of  the  saddle  began  slapping  the  cowboy 
with  all  his  might. 

But  when  he  found  that  he  was  wriggling  loose  he  stopped 
and  allowed  him  to  drop  to  the  floor. 

At  this  the  man,  who  was  as  mad  as  a  hornet,  reached  for 
one  of  his  revolvers. 

“Hey,  Joe,  quit  that!”  called  out  his  friend. 

But  before  the  words  were  out  of  his  mouth  Wild  gave  him 
a  kick  that  sent,  the  weapon  flying  across  the  room. 

“Get  up!”  he  sternly  commanded.  “Get  up  and  apologize., 
or  I’ll  fill  your  carcass  with  lead!” 

Young  Wild  West  now  had  his  revolver  leveled  at  the  fel¬ 
low,  and  it  was  surprising  to  see  how  quickly  he  got  on  his 
feet. 

“I  didn’t  mean  Avhat  I  said,  young  feller,”  he  said  meekly. 
“Excuse  me,  won’t  you?” 

“You  are  excusable,”  was  the  reply.  “Now,  proceed  to  get 
the  rest  of  your  jag  aboard.  Forget  what  happened  just  now, 
and  don’t  ever  bother  with  another  boy  as  long  as  you  live.” 

The  cowboy  had  been  thoroughly  beaten,  and  swallowing  his 
wrath  he  smiled  a  sickly  smile  and  stepped  over  to  the  bar 
by  the  side  of  his  grinning  companion. 

“You’re  what  I  call  tiler  quickest  an’  grittiest  piece  of  bone 
an’  muscle  that  I’ve  sot  eyes  on  in  many  a  day!”  observed 
the  friend  of  the  man,  stopping  the  grin  on  his  face  and  put¬ 
ting  out  his  hand  in  a  friendly  way.  “Will  you  shake,  pard- 
ner?” 

“Certainly,”  answered  Wild,  and  he  put  out  his  hand  and 
gave  him  a  grip  that  made  him  wince. 

“Your  hand  don't  feel  like  a  boy’s,  I  reckon,”  he  went  on. 
“If  you  couldn’t  fool  ther  best  man  what  ever  traveled  these 
here  parts,  my  name  ain’t  Dan  Divver!  ” 

“Well,”  laughed  our  hero,  “I  am  not  traveling  around  for 
the  purpose  of  fooling  any  one.  But  I  am  not  of  the  kind  who 
will  be  imposed  upon  by  anybody.  It  is  all  the  same  to  me, 
whether  it  is  a  man  who  is  as  big  as  a  house,  or  whether  he 
is  only  a  dAvarf.” 

As  Young  Wild  West  said  this.  Cherry,  the  lieutenant  of 
Bruce  Budd,  suddenly  stepped  out  into  view. 

The  boy  had  not  seen  him  before,  and  so,  of  course,  did  not 
•;'“an  the  remark  for  his  benefit. 

The  smaller  a  man  is  the  more  “spunk"  he  will  show,  it 
seems,  and  it  was  so  in  this  case. 

If  anything  would  “rile"  Cherry,  it  was  to  hear  some  one 
cast  reflections  on  his  smallness. 

He  hopfled  up  before  Wild,  and  began  Avaving  his  hands 
about  like  a  windmill. 

“You  think  because  I’m  small  you  kin  pick  on  me,  Young 
Wild  West!”  he  cried,  in  a  rage.  “I  want  you  to  take  back 
that  insult.  1  can’t  help  it  if  1  ain’t  as  big  as  you  are.” 

“My  dear  sir,”  retorted  Wild,  quickly  recovering  from  his 
surprise  at  the  little  man’s  action.  “1  assure  you  that  I  did 
not  see  you  when  I  made  that  remark.  1  will  ceriainly  apolo¬ 
gize.” 

“Ha!  I  thought  so.  It  takes  a  little  man  like  me  to  tame 
you  down,  does  it?”  and  he  began  to  dance  Aviidly  about. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  Avas  a  man  who,  though  cool  in  times 
of  danger,  sometimes  lost  his  temper,  and  when  Cherry  jumped 
pretty  heavily  on  his  foot  in  his  wild  antics,  the  scout  reached 
over  and,  picking  him  up  bodily,  flung  him  over  the  bar  as 
though  lie  had  been  a  bundle  of  old  clothes. 

“Keep  still,  you  little  coyote!”  he  shouted.  “If  you  come 
around  here  ag’in,  I'll  Avipe  ther  bar  Avith  you!  Landlord, 
we're  all  goin’  to  drink  to  ther  health  of  Yount  Wild  West. 
Set  ’em  up!” 


CHAPTER  V. 

CHLBRY  MARKS  A  HKEAK  TO  AVI  N  THE  GOLDEN  HAIRED  GIRL. 

(  herry  landed  on  all  fours  like  a  cat,  and  just  AArhat  he 
would  have  done,  if  the  proprietor  of  the  place  had  not  seized 
him  and  carried  him  into  the  back  room,  will  never  be  known. 


Bruce  Budd’  followed  as  quick  as  a  flash,  and  between  the 
two  of  them  they  quieted  the  little  fellow. 

They  could  not  have  succeeded  in  doing  this  if  they  had 
not  declared  again  and  again  that  they  were  certain  that 
Young  Wild  West  had  not  seen  him  when  he  made  the  remark 
about  the  large  and  small  men. 

Bob  Avent  back  to  attend  to  business,  and  when  Cheyenne 
Charlie  had  settled  for  the  drinks  for  all  hands,  and  followed 
Wild  and  Jim  out  of  the  place,  he  gave  a  sigh  of  relief. 

He  had  been  worrying  for  fear  Young  Wild  West  and  his 
partners  would  begin  to  shoot  in  his  place. 

What  had  occurred  had  been  fun  for  the  majority  of  those 
present,  and  it  is  safe  to  say  that  they  were  sorry  when  our 
three  friends  left  the  place. 

Even  the  cowboy  Avho  had  been  handled  so  easily  by  the 
young  prince  of  the  saddle  was  in  a  good  humor. 

He  had  forgotten  all  about  what  had  happened  to  him  since 
Cherry  had  been  flung  over  the  bar. 

Meanwhile,  Budd  had  succeeded  in  getting  his  lieutenant 
to  go  doAvnstairs  to  the  cellar. 

Pie  knew  if  the  little  man  got  out  into  the  barroom  he  would 
surely  start  a  row  that  would  most  likely  end  in  shooting 
some  one. 

“You  jest  keep  cool!”  commanded  Budd.  “Only  a  little 
while  ago  you  was  advisin’  me  not  to  interfeie  with  these 
people,  ’cause  it  might  hurt  our  chances  of  findin’  where  Jim 
Mitchell’s  gold  mine  is,  an’  now  you  want  to  kick  up  a  fuss 
that  might  git  us  shot.  S’pose  Young  Wild  West  an’  them 
other  two  fellers  took  it  in  their  heads  to  let  themselves 
loose?  What  would  happen?  They  might  go  under  after  a 
while,  but  before  they  did  some  of  our  gang  would  surely  turn 
up  their  toes..  Now,  you  jest  keep  still,  Cherry!” 

“All  right,”  was  the  muttered  reply.  “I  guess  I  did  lose  my 
head;  but  yer  can’t  make  me  believe  anything  different  than 
that  Young  Wild  West  was  makin’  fun  of  nm  ’cause  I'm  so 
little.”  . 

“An’  Ini  sure  that  he  didn’t  see  you  Avhen  he  said  it.  I 
reckon  he  ain’t  ther  kind  what  makes  fun  of  people,  anyway. 
He  don’t  seem  to  be,  to  me.  He  give  that  cowboy  jest  what 
he  deserved,  ’cause  ther  cowboy  was  tryin’  to  make  fun  of  him. 
That  boy  puts  me  in  mind  of  a  horsewhip  with  a  brand  new 
lash  on  it.  He’s  certainly  a  scorcher!” 

“I’ll  make  him  think  I’m  a  good  deal  bigger  than  I  am  afore 
I  git  through  with  him,”  retorted  Cherry,  shaking  his  head, 
decisively.  “I'll  jist  show  him  how  I  kin  steal  ther  love  of 
that  golden-haired  girl  from  him.” 

Budd  laughed  at  this. 

“You  kin  laugh  if  you  want  to,  but  I'm  goin’  to  try  an’  win 
that  gal.” 

As  the  conceited  little  fellow  said  this  he  pulled  out  a 
pocket-mirror,  and  began  to  look  at  the  reflection  of  his  selfish 
countenance. 

Noav,  it  had  happened  that  once  upon  a  time  Cherry  liutl 
had  his  fortune  told  by  an  Indian  squaw  on  the  Creek  Reser¬ 
vation,  and  she  bad  assured  him  that  a  golden-haired  girl 
would  fall  in  love  with  him  some  day,  and  that  he  would 
surely  marry  her  and  live  happily  ever  aftenvard. 

The  little  man  had  paid  a  good  price  for  this  prediction, 
and  ever  since  that  time  had  been  waiting  for  it  to  come  true. 

Now,  as  he  sat  looking  at  his  reflection  in  the  little  glass, 
he  became  convinced  that  the  time  had  about  arrived. 

True,  Arietta  Murdock  Avas  not  the  first  golden-haired 
girl  he  had  seen  since  ho  had  his  fortune  told,  but  as  he 
had  been  unable  to  make  a  favorable  impression  on  any  of 
the  others,  be  was  resolved  to  win  this  time,  or  lose  a  leg. 

“If  you  Avant  to  win  that  gal’s  love.”  said  Bruce  Budd.  ns 
he  turned  to  leave  the  cellar,  “you  ought  to  tog  up  a  bit,  an’ 
buy  some  sweet  soap,  tooth-brushes  an’  ther  like.  If  you  ain’t 
got  enough  money  to  fit  yourself  out  I'll  lend  you  some.” 

“I’ve  got  enough  for  that,”  Avas  the  retort. 

The  captain  had  no  sooner  gone  than  Cherry  arose  to  his 
feet. 

“Hang  it  all,”  he  muttered,  “I  ain’t  homely,  an'  if  that,  for¬ 
tune  of  mine  is  cornin’  true  af  all,  it  is  uoav.  I’m  goin'  to  do 
as  Bruce  said.  Then,  by  jingo!  I’ll  ride  over  to  North  Boulder 
to-night  an’  try  to  git  acquainted  with  ther  gal.” 

A  f cav  minutes  later  Cherry  Avent  up  the  stairs  and  left 
the  house  by  the  back  Avay. 

Then  he  headed  for  the  street,  and  Avas  soon  pointing  toward 
the  only  store  in  town  that  kept  the  latest  stvles  in  men's 
furnishings. 

"I’ve  got  jist  a  hundred  dollars  to  tit  mvself  cut  like  v 
dandy  from  Dandyvillo!”  he  said  to  the  dork.'  “S<"  whit  VOu 
kin  do  lux  me  now.” 
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"You  want  to  be  rigged  out  in  the  latest  stvle,  I  suppose?" 

“Yes." 

"Patent-leather  shoes,  frock  coat,  white  vest,  striped  pants 
and  high  hat?" 

“Yes.  an’  shirt,  collar,  cuffs  an’  necktie  to  match.” 

"All  right,  sir.  I  can  just  about  fit  you  out  for  a  hundred 
dollars.  Step  back  here,  please,  and  we  will  proceed  with  the 
transformation." 

"1  don’t  want  to  put  ther  rig  on  before  to-night,”  spoke  up 
Cherry. 

“OIL  Well,  you  had  better  come  back  and  let  me  rig  you 
out.  You  might  make  a  mistake  in  getting  some  of  the  things, 
you  know.” 

“Well,  I’ll  come  over  about  half  an  hour  before  I  want  to 
go  out.” 

“Very  well.  I  will  show  you  the  things  now,  and  you  can 
pay  for  them,  if  you  want  to.” 

“I  reckon  I’ll  pay  right  now,  an’  leave  it  to  you.  If  I  find 
that  you  cheat  me  on  ther  deal  I’ll  come  back  here  an’  shoot 
some  buttonholes  in  your  waistcoat  where  there  ain’t  s’posed 
to  be  any.” 

“Oh!  you’ll  be  satisfied.  I  know’  exactly  wrhat  you  want. 
Y"ou  are  going  to  call  on  a  female,  I  guess?” 

“That’s  right!  ” 

Then  both  laughed,  but  for  different  reasons. 

But  let  us  nowr  turn  to  Young  Wild  West  and  his  twro  part¬ 
ners. 

They  left  the  Cloven  Hoof  saloon  because  our  hero  thought 
there  was  no  need  of  staying  there  any  longer. 

Bruce  Budd  had  gone  out,  or  disappeared  into  some  other 
part  of  the  house;  and  they  had  had  a  little  fun,  as  was 
usually  the  case  w’hen  they  went  into  a  new  place,  or  one 
that  they  had  not  been  in  before. 

“Charlie,  I  guess  you  were  pretty  mad  when  you  picked  up 
that  little  fellow  and  fired  him  over  the  bar,”  said  Wild,  with 
a  laugh,  as  they  headed  for  the  store  w’here  they  had  left  the 
girls. 

“I  know  it,”  replied  the  scout.  “I  was  mad  when  that 
cow-boy  began  to  sling  slurs  at  you,  an’  I  didn’t  git  any  better- 
humored  as  things  kept  on  goin’.  I  picked  up  that  little 
whipper-snapper  ’cause  I  couldn’t  help  it.  I  never  seen  a 
little  man  yet  what  didn’t  have  too  much  to  say.” 

“You  are  lucky  that  they  took  him  out  of  the  room  so 
quick,”  spoke  up  Jim  with  a  laugh.  “He  surely  would  have 
hurt  you  if  he  had  got  a  chance  at  you.” 

“Well,  he  might  have  been  fool  enough  to  shoot,  but  I  don’t 
think  he  would  have  hurt  me  any.  I’d  have  grabbed  him 
afore  he  could  do  any  damage.” 

Charlie  laughed,  too,  now,  and  they  all  wore  smiles  when 
they  stepped  into  the  store. 

“Something  funny  has  happened,  I  guess,”  said  Arietta. 
“Tell  us  all  about  it,  won't  you?” 

“Well,  it  was  rather  funny,”  retorted  Wild.  “Charlie  threw 
a  man  about  the  size  of  a  pint  of  peanuts  over  a  bar,  just  to 
show  how  strong  he  was.” 

“And  Wild  spanked  a  big  cowboy,”  added  Jim.  “Oh!  We 
had  lots  of  fun.” 

“Well,  I  should  say  you  had!”  exclaimed  Anna.  “What  did 
it  all  come  about?” 

“We  will  tell  you  all  about  it  as  we  ride  home,”  answered 
the  scout.  “Corne  on!  I  believe  I’m  getting  hungry.  We 
want  to  be  back  in  time  for  supper,  you  know.” 

The  girls  bade  the  miss  in  charge  of  the  store  goodby,  and 
then  they  went  out  and  mounted  their  horses. 

The  ride  back  to  the  Nugget  Hotel  was  made  without  mis¬ 


hap. 

To  the  disappointment  of  Cheyenne  Charlie,  supper  was  not 
ready  when  they  got  there. 

They  would  have  to  wait  an  hour,  so  they  were  informed,  as 
the  man  who  had  gone  up  on  the  mountain  to  catch  a  mess  of 
trout  had  not  yet  returned. 

“Trout,  hey?"  muttered  the  scout,  half  aloud.  "I  reckon  if 
they  are  fried  in  butter  nice  an’  brown  theyAl  go  good.  But 
T  didn't  known  there  was  any  such  fishes  to  be  caught  in  these 
parts.  ” 

“Oh,  yes,”  replied  Wild.  “Trout  are  found  all  over  the 
Halted  States  generally.  But  in  some  places  they  are  so 
scarce  that  they  are  seldom  seen.  If  we  are  to  have  genuine 
spotted  brook  trout  for  suppr,  I  guess  Ve  can  afford  to  wait  a 
while.” 

-  That’s  what’s  the  matter!”  exclaimed  Jim. 

fharlif  went  out  in  front  of  the  hotel  and  took  a  seat  on  a 


bench. 

Jn  a  little 

at  tuh. 


while  he  saw  a  man  coming  with  a  big  bunch 

- 


He  came  right  into  the  hotel,  and  as  he  passed  the  scout 
saw  that  they  were  trout,  sure  enough. 

Then  he  began  to  grow  more  hungry  than  ever. 

But  twenty  minutes  later,  when  the  odor  of  the  fried  fish 
was  wafted  to  his  nostrils,  he  could  stand  it  no  longer  and  got 
up  and  went  inside. 

“Great  catamounts!”  he  exclaimed,  “I  was  never  so  hungry 
in  my  life.  Don’t  them  fish  smell  good!” 

“Have  a  little  patience,”  spoke  up  his  wife.  “If  you  will 
only  wait  you  will  have  a  chance  to  taste  as  well  as  smell 
them.  I  never  saw  a  man  with  such  an  appetite  as  you  have.” 

“It  must  be  ther  air  of  ther  Colorado  mountains  what  does 
it,”  ho  answered,  good-naturedly.  “But,  layin’  all  jokes  aside, 
if  they  don’t  git  supper  ready  pretty  soon,  I’m  goin’  over  to 
ther  supply  store  an’  git  some  crackers  an’  cheese  to  whet  up 
my  appetite.” 

But  Charlie  was  not  kept  waiting  much  longer. 

The  room  they  had  examined  the  chart  in  had  been  turned 
over  to  their  sole  use  for  a  sitting  and  dining-room,  and  a  few 
minutes  later  Mrs.  Lynch,  the  hotel  proprietor’s  wife,  came 
and  told  them  that  supper  was  ready. 

Then  for  the  next  half-hour  they  sat  at  the  table  discussing 
the  events  of  the  day,  while  they  ate  the  good  things  that  had 
been  placed  before  them. 

After  the  meal  Charlie  and  the  boys  lighted  cigars,  and  went 
out  on  the  side  stoop  that  was  reserved  for' the  regular  guests. 

The  girls  were  not  afraid  of  being  contaminated  by  tobacco 
/  smoke,  so  they  followed. 

Here  they  sat  until  dark,  talking  over  everything  but  what 
they  had  found  in  the  belt  the  dying  man  had  given  them. 

They  did  not  want  their  private  business  to  be  known,  and 
as  there  had  been  an  eavesdropper  hanging  around  that  day, 
they  were  bound  that  they  would  not  give  another  a  chance 
to  hear  anything  concerning  the  gold  mine  that  was  located  in 
the  cave. 

It  was  just  about  dark  when  Lynch  and  his  wife  came  out 
on  the  stoop. 

Both  were  dressed  in  their  best,  a  thing  that  caused  our 
friends  to  wonder. 

“Mr.  West,”  said  the  hotel-keeper,  addressing  our  hero,  “we 
have  a  fiddler  in  the  dining-room,  who  will  call  off  quadrilles, 
lanciers  an’  ther  nine-pin  dances.  There’s  three  couples  of 
you,  an’  me  an’  my  wife  will  make  four,  so  what  do  you  say 
if  we  have  a  little  dance?” 

“Well,”  retorted  Wild,  “I,  for  one,  am  willing.  How  does 
it  strike  the  rest  of  you?”  and  he  looked  at  his  companions 
smilingly. 

“It  will  jest  suit  me!”  declared  the  scout,  rising  to  his  feet. 
“Come  on,  Anna.  I  ain’t  much  of  a  dancer,  but  I  reckon 
there’s  a  little  spring  in  my  feet  yet.” 

“Well,  I  guess  we  won’t  decline  the  invitation,”  spoke  up 
Jim.  “If  Ave  did  the  set  could  not  be  made  up.  Eloise  knows 
more  about  dancing  than  I  do,  though,  and  I  will  have  to 
trust  to  her  to  take  me  through.” 

“She  knoAvs  more  about  it  than  any  of  us,"  said  Arietta. 

“Well,  me  an’  my  Avife  were  born  in  Kentucky,  an’  we  only 
know  how  to  dance  ther  Avay  ther  young  folks  used  to  In 
them  parts,”  the  landlord  assured  them. 

When  our  friends  came  to  think  of  it  they  entered  into  the 
spirit  of  the  thing. 

They  had  left  Weston  for  a  trip  of  enjoyment,  and  why 
should  they  not  indulge  in  an  old-fashioned  dance  in  the 
course  of  it? 

So  they  got  up  and  walked  into  the  public  dining-room, 
which  was  the  biggest  apartment  in  the  house. 

The  big  table  had  been  shifted  to  one  end  of  the  room,  and 
there  was  plenty  of  space  to  have  the  set  in. 

“I’ll  call  in  ther  fiddler,”  said  Lynch;  “an— an’ - ” 

“And  what?”  said  Young  Wild  West. 

“Have  you  folks  any  objection  if  ther  men  look  at  us  dance, 
so  long  as  they  behave  themselves?” 

“None  whatever,”  was  the  reply.  “Let  them  look  all  they 
want  to.  We  have  danced  a  quadrille  on  horseback  before 
more  than  a  thousand  people,  and  I  guess  Ave  can  go  through 
one  on  foot  before  all  the  people  you  have  got  out  there.” 

Lynch  seemed  greatly  pleased  at  this. 

The  truth  of  it  was  that  he  had  taken  it  on  himself  to  an¬ 
nounce  that  there  was  going  to  be  an  exhibition  of  dancing  at 
‘his  hotel  by  Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends  that  evening. 

He  run  chances  of  their  agreeing  to  such  a  proceeding. 

Lynch  had  an  eye  for  business,  and  he  knew  he  would  take 
a  lot  of  money  in  at  the  bar  from  the  crowd  that  was  sure 
to  assemble  as  soon  as  the  music  struck  up. 

The  fiddler  was  soon  brought  In. 
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He  was  a  typical  Westerner,  with  flowing  hair  and  a  grizzled 
beard. 

The  end  of  his  nose  was  so  red  that  he  had  long  been  nick¬ 
named  the  Strawberry,  and  when  the  landlord  faced  him  to 
our  friends,  and  said:  “Ladies  and  gentlemen, '  this  is  ther 
only  original  Strawberry,  ther  boss  fiddler  of  Boulder;  he 
kin  play  more  tunes  an’  drink  more  fluid  lightnin’  than  any 
man  this  side  of  ther  Pacific  slope!”  a  good-natured  laugh  was 
the  result. 

The  old  fellow  grinned  and  stood  in  the  center  of  the  room 
till  a  barrel  was  brought  in  for  him  to  sit  upon. 

“You  see,  ladies  an’  gents,”  he  said  apologetically,  “a  chair 
ain’t  high  enough  for  me  to  do  my  best  work.” 

When  he  had  finally  taken  his  seat  in  the  corner  he  gave  a 
couple  of  scrapes  on  the  old  violin  he  had  and  then  proceeded 
to  tune  up. 

A  crowd  of  miners,  cowboys,  card  sharps  and  other  men  who 
hung  around  the  diggings  now  came  in,  and  found  seats  in 
the  chairs  that  were  placed  in  a  row  around  the  room. 

Those  who  could  not  get  seats  contented  themselves  with 
standing  in  the  hall  and  out  on  the  stoop  at  the  windows. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  music  struck  up,  and  then,  amid  much 
laughter  and  jollity  our  friends  started  in  to  dance. 

Lynch  and  his  wife  were  really  experts  at  the  old-fashioned 
style  of  going  through  the  quadrille,  and  our  friends,  being 
very  well  acquainted  with  the  figures  and  light  of  foot,  showed 
themselves  to  the  best  advantage. 

The  first  dance  was  finished,  and  then  while  Lynch  went 
out  to  get  refreshments  for  the  ladies,  our  friends  sat  down. 

It  was  at  this  juncture  that  everybody  in  the  room  was 
surprised  to  see  a  queer-looking  figure  step  into  the  room  with 
the  quickness  of  a  cat. 

The  figure  was  that  of  an  undersized  man  attired  in  the 
height  of  fashion. 

It  was  Cherry! 

He  had  fitted  himself  out  in  great  shape  and  had  just  ar¬ 
rived  at  the  Nugget  Hotel. 

And  when  he  found  that  a  dance  was  in  progress,  he  felt 
that  he  could  not  have  come  at  a  better  time. 

“Hanged  if  it  ain’t  ther  little  ninny  I  chucked  over  ther 
bar  in  Boulder!  ”  Cheyenne  Charlie  gasped. 

“Right  you  are,”  said  Jim. 

“Whew!  ”  whistled  Wild.  “Look  at  the  patent-leather  shoes!  ” 

“An’  that  plug  hat  he’s  got  in  his  hand,”  added  the  scout. 

But  Cherry  heard  none  of  these  remarks. 

He  stood  in  the  center  of  the  room,  bowing  for  a  moment, 
and  then  observing  that  there  was  a  vacant  chair  next  to 
Arietta,  he  stepped  nimbly  over  and  sat  down  upon  it. 

Then  a  scream  of  laughter  went  up  from  the  girls. 

It  might  have  been  unladylike,  but  they  could  not  help  it. 

Cherry  looked  too  comical  for  anything,  and  the  fact  of  his 
taking  a  seat  beside  the  most  beautiful  girl  in  the  room  was 
too  much  for  Anna  and  Eloise. 

And  when  they  laughed,  how  could  Arietta  refrain  from 
joining  in? 

“Miss,  kin  I  dance  ther  next  set  with  you?”  Cherry  asked, 
looking  the  golden-haired  maiden  straight  in  the  face. 

When  she  had  recovered  from  another  burst  of  laughter, 
Arietta  put  on  a  serious  expression  and  replied: 

“You  will  have  to  ask  my  escort,  sir.  Besides,  I  never  saw 
you  before.” 

“Oh,  well,”  he  spoke  up  in  a  piping  voice,  “I  guess  ther 
rules  of  etikett  kin  be  laid  aside,  especially  here  in  Boulder 
County.  I  reckin  your  young  man  there  won’t  kick  about  my 
dancin’  with  you.  How  about  it?”  and  he  turned  to  Wild. 

“Why,  certainly,  I  won’t  kick.  Et,  dance  with  him,  by  all 
means.  You  will  seldom  have  a  chance  to  dance  with  such 
a  distinguished  and  finely  dressed  young  man,  so  you  had 
better  grasp  the  opportunity.” 

“That’s  right,  Et!”  piped  Cherry,  smiling  so  broadly  that 
his  whole  face  was  wreathed. 

Arietta  looked  at  Wild  in  astonishment,  but  a  glance  from 
him  told  her  to  go  ahead. 

He  was  bent  on  having  a  little  fun,  and  he  was  going  to 
have  it  at  the  expense  of  his  sweetheart,  it  seemed. 

The  rest  caught  on  to  the  spirit  of  the  thing  and  urged  her 
to  not  refuse  the  request  of  the  distinguished-looking  gentle¬ 
man. 

Finally  Et  agreed  to  become  his  partner  if  they  would  make 
it  a  nine-pin  set,  so  it  was  settled  that  way. 

In  this  dance  there  must  be  an  extra  gentleman,  who  is 
called  the  nine-pin. 

Every  time  the  fiddler  calls  off  the  figure  for  all  to  “prome¬ 
nade.”  it  is  his  duty  to  crab  the  first  girl  he  can  get  and  march 


around  with  her  in  triumph,  leaving  her  partner  to  get  in 
the  center  and  act  as  “nine-pin.” 

A  few  minutes  later  Strawberry,  the  fiddler,  said  he  was 
ready,  and  they  got  upon  the  floor. 

Arietta,  who  was  tall  and  queenly  looking,  towered  over  her 
diminutive  partner  by  easily  a  head. 

There  surely  was  fun  ahead. 


CHAPTER  YI. 

THE  DANCE  IS  BROKEN  UP. 

“Heads  forward!”  called  out  Strawberry.  “This  here’s  goin’ 
to  be  a  wery  fruitful  dance,  I  reckon.  I’m  ther  Strawberry, 
an’  there’s  a  Cherry  in  ther  set.  Let  yourselves  go,  now!  ” 

This  sally  of  wit  on  the  part  of  the  fiddler  caused  a  roar  of 
laughter,  but  Cherry  paid  no  attention  to  it. 

He  knew  something  of  the  dance,  and  he  was  thinking  of 
sticking  to  the  golden-haired  girl,  so  no  one  else  would  get 
her  from  him. 

When  the  heads  had  tripped  back  and  forth  and  made  their 
bows,  the  fiddler  called  out  for  the  sides  to  do  the  same. 

Cherry  and  his  fair  partner  stepped  forv/ard  and  met  Jim 
Dart  and  Eloise,  and  when  they  got  back  to  their  places  the 
call  of  “All  hands  around!”  sounded. 

The  strains  of  the  “Money-musk”  were  making  the  ceiling 
quiver  now,  and  the  comical  figure  Cherry  cut  was  one  that 
would  hardly  be  forgotten  by  those  who  had  the  pleasure  of 
watching  him. 

Right  in  the  midst  of  the  “all  hands  around”  the  fiddler 
changed  the  tune  as  if  by  magic,  and  shouted: 

“All  promenade!” 

Then  it  was  that  the  dandified  little  man  suddenly  found 
himself  standing  in  the  center  of  the  marching  couples  without 
a  partner. 

Wild  had  very  neatly  captured  Arietta,  and  Cherry  was  left 
out  in  the  cold. 

But  he  took  it  good-naturedly,  and  when  the  next  figure 
came  up  he  remarked  that  he  would  not  go  it  alone  very  long. 

“Take  your  partner,”  said  Wild,  with  a  laugh.  “But  mind 
your  eye,  for  the  next  time  you  lose  her  you  will  find  it  hard 
to  get  her  back.” 

So  he  changed  places  with  Wild,  and  then  things  went  on 
all  right  until  right  in  the  midst  of  the  “right  and  left  all 
around”  part  our  hero  neatly  took  Arietta  as  the  “All  prome¬ 
nade”  sounded  from  the  fiddler’s,dips. 

The  dance  was  finished  with  Cherry  still  the  nine-pin,  and 
when  it  broke  up  there  was  much  laughing  done  by  every 
one,  save  the  little  man  who  was  “makin’  a  fool  of  himself,” 
as  Cheyenne  Charlie  put  it. 

But  Cherry  was  not  crushed  yet,  by  any  means. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  sweetheart  had  scarcely  become 
seated  when  he  marched  over  and  asked  Arietta  to  take  a 
stroll  on  the  veranda  with  him. 

The  girl  thought  the  thing  had  gone  about  far  enough,  and 
she  flatly  refused  his  attentions. 

“What!  you  won’t  walk  with  me?”  he  cried,  in  evident  as¬ 
tonishment. 

“No;  I  desire  you  not  to  annoy  me  any  further,”  and  she 
looked  at  Wild  imploringly. 

But  our  hero  simply  smiled. 

“Do  you  knovr  one  thing,  miss,”  Cherry  piped,  “a  fortune¬ 
teller  once  told  me  that  I  was  goin’  to  marry  jist  sicli  a  girl 
as  you  are.  You  must  take  a  seat  with  me  over  here,  then, 
if  you  won’t  go  out  on  ther  stoop.  I  want  to  talk  to  you  awful 
bad.” 

He  took  hold  of  her  hand  as  he  spoke,  and  then,  seeing 
that  her  lover  was  not  going  to  take  her  part,  Arietta  drew 
back  her  hand  and  slapped  him  in  the  face. 

She  had  scarcely  done  this  when  Cheyenne  Charlie,  whose 
ire  had  been  aroused,  sprang  over  and  seized  the  little  dandy 

High  above  his  head  he  lifted  the  diminutive  form  and 
then,  with  a  “Look  out,  there!”  he  hurled  him  through  the 
window  among  the  crowd  on  the  stoop. 

Cherry  had  scarcely  landed  when  a  revolver  cracked  and  n 
bullet  whistled  past  Charlie’s  head. 

Several  of  the  men  belonging  to  Bruce  Budd’s  gang  had  fol¬ 
lowed  the  little  lieutenant  over  to  see  the  fun,  and  they  wore 
now  going  to  resent  the  rough  treatment  he  had  received 

The  instant  the  revolver  shot  rang  out  all  was  in  confusion 
both  inside  and  out.  ’ 

Young  Wild  West  led  the  way  from  the  room,  going  through 
the  door  and  out  of  the  hall. 
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“I^t  away  your  shooters!”  ho  cried,  in  a  ringing  voice. 
“ ?ut  them  away,  I  say!  The  first  man  who  presses  a  trigger 

^  I’ll  drop!” 

Hiis  command  had  a  great  effect  upon  the  excited  throng. 

Right  behind  Wild  came  Charlie  and  Jim. 

"he  scout  was  as  mad  as  a  hornet,  ana  if  ho  could  have  got 
a  hold  upon  the  collar  of  Cherry  just  then  he  would  have 
nrnle  the  heels  of  his  patent-leather  shoes  rattle. 

Suddenly  a  tall,  thin  man  took  off  his  hat  in  the  center  of 
the  crowd  that  yelled  out: 

-Hooray  for  Young  Wild  West,  ther  Boss  Boy  of  Boulder!” 

Then  those  who  had  been  so  anxious  to  shoot  a  few  seconds 
before  forgot  all  about  it,  and  the  first  thing  they  knew  they 
were  cheering  along  with  the  rest  of  the  crowd/ 

The  Boss  Boy  of  Boulder! 

.  That  became  the  cry. 

Those  who  had  become  acquainted  with  Young  Wild  West 
knew  that  the  title  fitted  him,  so  they  took  up  the  cry  and 
repeated  it  again  and  again. 

"Thank  you,  boys,”  retorted  our  hero,  when  the  noise  had 
subsided  a  little.  “Did  any  of  you  catch  sight  of  the  fellow 
Avlio  shot  at  Cheyenne  Charlie?”  * 

No  one  could  say  just  who  it  was  that  did  it,  but  Shadow 
said  that  whoever  it  was  had  made  off  the  instant  he  fired 
the  shot. 

“And  Cherry — where  is  he?”  queried  Wild. 

“He’s  moped,  too.” 

‘  A  good  thing,”  muttered  Charlie.  “Ther  next  time  I  git 
my  clutches  on  ther  little  fool,  I’m  goin’  to  shake  him  till  his 
teeth  fly  out.” 

Just  then  the  sounds  of  rapid  firing  came  from  a  point  about 
two  hundred  yards  distant. 

Then  some  yelling  rang  out  on  the  still  night  air,  followed 

by  more  shots. 

That  was  enough  for  the  rough  men  of  the  mining  camp. 

They  headed  in  the  direction  the  noise  of  the  excitement 
came  from  as  if  by  one  accord. 

And  Young  Wild  West  and  his  partners  ran  along  with 

4  them.  . 

Their  opinion  was  that  some  of  the  men  standing  at  the 
front  when  the  fellow  had  fired  the  shot  into  the  room  had 
given  chase  to  the  ruffian,  and  that  a  fight  between  them  was 

in  progress. 

This  was  the  conclusion  to  draw  that  was  quite  natural. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  was  anxious  to  catch  the  man,  so  he  soon 
forged  ahead  of  the  rest,  his  muscular,  long  legs  giving  him 
an  advantage  over  most  of  the  men  of  his  age. 

But  Wild  and  Jim  let  out  a  spurt  and  were  soon  running  at 

*  his  side. 

They  soon  reached  the  clump  of  trees  whence  the  shooting 
and  yelling  had  come,  but  when  they  came  to  a  halt  they 
could  neither  see  nor  hear  anything. 

*  Then  the  crowd  began  making  a  search  of  the  place. 

Young  Wild  West  thought  they  would  surely  find  a  dead 

mon,  if  no  live  ones. 

But  a  search  of  ten  minutes  revealed  nothing. 

“It’s  mighty  curious,  ain’t  it?”  observed  Shadow,  walking 
up  to  Wild,  and  shaking  his  head  in  a  puzzled  way. 

“It  is  rather  strange,”  was  the  reply. 

“What  do  s’pose  they  could  have  done  that  shootin’  an’ 

yellin’  fur?” 

“Well,  it  must  have  been  a  fight,  of  some  kind.” 

“Yes,  but  where  have  they  gone?” 

“They  must  have  scattered  mighty  quick.  I  could  have 
sworn  that  there  was  as  many  as  half  a  dozen  makin’  all  that 
noise.” 

ip  “Where  were  you  when  Cherry  was  tossed  out  of  the  win¬ 

dow,  Shadow?”  Young  Wild  West  asked. 

“I  was  standin’  about  a  dozen  feet  away,”  was  the  answer. 

“Were  there  any  of  his  friends  around  there?” 

“Well,  come  to  think  of  it,  there  was  some  fellers  what 
I’ve  often  seen  him  with.  He  hangs  out  over  in  Boulder  City 
most  of  ther  time,  you  know.” 

“Bruce  wasn’t  there,  was  he?” 

“No,  I  didn’t  see  him,  but  some  of  his  gang  was  there, 
^  though.  Them’s  ther  ones  I  meant  when  I  spoke  of  Cherry’s 

friends.  They  all  go  together,  you  know.” 

“Well,  let  us  get  hack  to  the  hotel.  This  Is  a  rather  peculiar 
affair,  I  think.  I  am  puzzled  to  know  what  It  all  means.” 

“So  am  I.” 

“An’  I  knou  I  am,”  spoke  up  Cheyenne  Charlie.” 

“It  strike*  me  now  that  this  Cherry,  as  they  call  him,  came 
In  that  room  for  a  purpose  to-night,"  said  Jim  Dart,  suddenly. 

*  “What,  do  you  mean?”  asked  our  hero,  looking  at  him,  while 
an  uneasy  glance  shot  from  his  eyes. 


“What  did  you  do  with  the  chart,  of  Jim  Mitchell’s  mine?" 

“Et  has  it.  I  gave  it  to  her  to  keep,  because  she  said  she 
could  pin  it  in  the  pocket  of  her  riding  skirt.  ” 

“Well,  it  must  be  all  right,  then.  I  thought  that  you  had 
placed  it  somewhere,  and  that  some  one  had  been  spying 
when  you  did  it.” 

“Well,  we  don’t  know  whether  it  is  all  right  or  not.  Let  us 
get  back  (here  and  see.” 

The  two  had  been  speaking  in  low  tones  during  this  short 
conversation,  and  the  expression  of  their  faces  showed  that 
they  were  both  alarmed  when  they  arrived  at  the  hotel  stoop, 
where  the  rays  of  the  big  oil  lamp  that  was  fastened  to  a 
post  could  fall  on  them. 

At  that  moment  Anna  and  Eloise  came  running  out  in  great 
alarm. 

“Arietta  can’t  be  found  anywhere!”  they  cried. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  ABDUCTIOX  OF  ARIETTA. 

i 

The  man  who  had  shot  at  Cheyenne  Charlie  was  no  other 
than  Bob,  the  proprietor  of  the  Cloven  Hoof. 

He  had  seen  Cherry  after  he  was  rigged  out  in  his  dandy 
outfit,  and  learning  from  the  conceited  little  rascal  that  he 
was  going  over  to  North  Boulder  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  golden¬ 
haired  girl,  he  resolved  to  go  along  and  see  the  fun. 

Five  others  belonging  to  Bruce’s  gang  concluded  to  go  also. 

Cherry  sat  as  proud  as  a  peacock  on  his  horse  as  they  left 
the  yard  of  the  saloon  and  crossed  lots,  so  he  would  not  be 
seen  and  hooted  on  the  streets. 

You  fellers  will  be  surprised  to  see  me  win  that  gal,”  he 
observed  when  they  had  reached  the  rather  lonely  road.  “But 
you  jest  wait!  ” 

“All  right,”  chuckled  Bob.  “We’ll  wait.  I  hope  I  didn’t 
leave  my  place  in  charge  of  my  bartender  to-night  for  nothin’. 
I’m  jist  waitin’  to  see  somethin’.” 

“Maybe  you  think  she  won’t  have  me?” 

“I  won’t  say  that.  Why,  you’re  ther  best-dressed  man  in 
Boulder  this  night,  an’  I  ain’t  sich  a  fool  that  I  don’t  know 
that  gals  in  general  like  well-dressed  men.” 

Though  Bob  was  piling  it  on  pretty  thick  when  he  said  this, 
Cherry  did  not  take  it  that  way. 

“I  reckon’  I  ain’t  such  a  homely  feller,  if  I  ain’t  as  large 
as  ther  majority,”  he  went  on.  “That  gal  is  a  great  deal  more 
likely  to  take  to  me,  after  she  sees  me  once,  than  she  is  to 
that  Young  Wild  West,  who  is  only  a  boy  with  little  or  no1 
brains.  ” 

“That’s  right,”  spoke  up  one  of  the  four  men,  who  was  en¬ 
joying  it  as  much  as  was  the  saloon  man.  “But  jest  tell  us 
how  you’re  goin’  to  introduce  yourself  to  her.” 

“Love  will  find  a  way — it  always  does,  I  reckon,”  and  he 
placed  his  hand  over  his  heart  and  leaned  hack  in  a  dramatic 
attitude. 

“Well,  I’ve  heard  a  lot  about  this  feelin’  they  call  love,” 
observed  another,  as  he  dug  Bob  in  the  ribs,  “an’  I  reckon 
I’ll  git  a  chance  to  see  what  it  is  like  afore  we  git  back  to¬ 
night.  ” 

“You  might  see  what  it  is  like,  but  you  won’t  feel  it,”  re¬ 
plied  Cherry,  as  he  urged  his  horse  to  a  faster  gait.  “You 
might  even  see  me  kiss  ther  golden-haired  gal,  but  you  won’t 
feel  ther  kiss.” 

Then  he  laughed  loudly,  and  the  villains  joined  in  with 
him. 

As  they  neared  the  mining  camp  Cherry  suddenly  turned  to 
them  and  said: 

“Boys,  you  know  what  ther  rules  are  when  we  are  out,  an’ 
Bruce  ain’t  with  us?” 

“I  reckon  we  know  ther  rules  all  right,”  answered  Bob, 
though  he  did  not  know  exactly  what  the  little  man  was 
driving  at. 

“Well,  I  thought  I’d  jog  your  minds  a  little  bit,  that’s  all. 
I’m  in  charge  now,  an’  what  I  tell  you  all  to  do  you’ve  got 
to  do.  I  may  take  it  in  my  head  to  take  ther  golden-haired 
gal  away  with  us,  you  know.” 

“That  would  be  a  foolish  thing  to  do,  I  reckon,”  one  of  them 
ventured. 

“That’s  what  you  think,  maybe.  But  who  is  supposed  to 
have  ther  most  brains  at  schemin’  things  in  our  gang?” 

“You!”  exclaimed  Bob,  speaking  truthfully. 

“An’  haven’t  you  all  swore  to  do  as  I  say  when  you  are  out! 
with  me?” 
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“Yes.” 

“Well,  then  you  are  goin’  to  do  what  I  ask  you  to  do  to¬ 
night.  If  you  don’t  want  to  do  it,  you  had  better  ride  back  to 
their  Cloven  Hoof,  an’  have-  done  with  it.” 

The  six  villains  looked  at  one  another. 

They  knew  that  according  to  the  rules  of  tlielr  organization, 
they  were  in  duty  bound  to  obey  the  commands  of  the  lieu¬ 
tenant  when  the  captain  was  not  with  them. 

But  they  did  not  feel  like  doing  anything  against  Young 
Wild  West  that  night,  since  they  had  heard  Budd  say  that  they 
were  to  hunt  for  the  hidden  gold  mine  on  the  morrow. 

They  thought  the  little  man  might  get  it  into  his  head  to  do 
something  reckless  on  account  of  his  infatuation  for  the 
golden-haired  girl,  and  they  did  not  like  it. 

Still  they  concluded  to  stick  by  him. 

As  they  rode  up  the  single  street  of  the  mining  camp  they 
i heard  the  strains  of  a  violin. 

They  came  to  a  halt  for  a  moment  and  listened. 

“It  comes  from  thsr  Nugget  Hotel,”  said  Cherry,  suddenly. 
“See  what  a  crowd  there  is  around  ther  buildin’.” 

“There’s  a  dance  goin’  on,  I  reckon,”  spoke  up  the  saloon¬ 
keeper.  «“I  kin  hear  ther  sounds  of  feet  jumpin’  on  a  bare 
floor.  ” 

“That’s  ther  place  where  Young  Wild  West  an’  his  gal  hangs 
out,”  resumed  Cherry.  “Come  on.  We’ll  ride  around  to  ther 
litle  strip  of  woods  that  runs  up  close  to  ther  back  of  ther 
place.  That’s  where  I  sneaked  off  this  afternoon  when  I  had 
been  listenin’  to  what  they  was  talkin’  about  ther  chart  Jim. 
Mitchell  give  ’em  afore  he  died.  You  foller  me,  now,  an’  we’ll 
git  right  there  without  any  one  seein’  us  come.” 

Through  the  darkness  the  seven  forms  Node  like  so  many 
shadows. 

In  a  couple  of  minutes  they  had  passed  through  the  strip 
of  woods  and  around  to  the  rear  of  the  hotel. 

Dismounting,  they  tied  their  horses,  and  then  brushing  his 
new  clothes  to  relieve  them  of  the  dust  that  might  have  accu¬ 
mulated  during  the  ride  over  from  the  town,  Cherry  led  the 
way  around  to  the  front  ® 

They  got  into  the  barroom,  without  being  noticed  in  par¬ 
ticular  by  the  crowd,  just  as  the  music  ceased. 

Then,  after  taking  a  drink.  Cherry  went  into  the  room 
where  our  friends  were. 

What  happened  there  has  already  been  told. 

When  the  little  fellow  came  flying  through  the  window,  Bob 
was  right  there  and  saw  the  whole  thing. 

The  villain  had  no  particular  love  dor  the  scout,  since  he 
had  thrown  the  same  one  over  his  bar  that  day,  and  as  quick 
as  a  flash  he  drew  his  revolver  and  fired  at  him. 

Without  waiting  to  see  whether  the  bullet  had  hit  the  mark 
or  not,  he  stooped  and  grabbed  Cherry  by  the  collar  and 
dragged  him  away. 

That  action  saved  him  from  being  found  out  as  the  fellow 
who  had  fired  the  shot,  for  though  many  had  seen  the  flash, 
no  one  had  seen  exactly  who  fired  it. 

Tbe  little  dandy  was  hustled  around  to  the  back  of  the 
building  in  no  time. 

The  whole  seven  of  them  were  soon  beside  their  horses. 

Then,  for  the  first  time,  Cherry  spoke. 

“Boys,”  said  he,  in  a  hoarse  whisper,  which  sounded  out  of 
place  with  him,  “I  ain’t  mad  a  bit.  While  you  was  draggin’ 
me  along  I  thought  of  a  great  scheme.” 

“Well,  we  ain’t  got  no  time  to  listen  to  it  now,”  interrupted 
Bob.  “They’ll  be  after  us  afore  you  kin  say  Jack  Robinson!” 

“Oh,  no,  they  won’t!  If  they’d  been  goin’  to  chase  us  they’d 
have  been  here  by  this  time.  Jest  stay  right  where  you  are, 
every  one  of  you!  I’m  in  command,  I  reckon.” 

There  was  no  reply  to  this,  but  none  of  the  villains  offered 
to  mount. 

They  knew  tbe  little  man  was  a  great  favorite  with  Bruce 
Budd,  and  probably  that  was  why  they  gave  in  to  him. 

“Each  second  we  stay  here  we’re  losin’  time,”  went  on 
Cherry.  “Now,  four  of  you  ride  on  over  to  ther  clump  of  oaks 
there  an’  start  in  shootin’  and  yellin’,  jist  as  though  you  was 
in  a  big  fight.  Hurry  up.  now!  Bob,  you  an’  you,”  pointing  to 
the  man  nearest  to  him.  “will  stay  here  with  me  for  a  few 
minutes.” 

Without  any  questioning  the  four  mounted  and  rode  off, 
acting  very  much  as  though  they  were  glad  of  the  oppor¬ 
tunity. 

“Remember  what  1  told  you  !o  do,”  was  the  parting  in¬ 
junction  Cherry  gave  them. 

Then  the  little  man  and  his  two  companions  stood  there 
waiting. 

“What  arc  you  up  to,  anyway,  Cherry?"  Hob  ventured  In 
iutli,  a  few  seconds  later 


“I’m  goin’  to  git  ther  golden-haired  gal  an’  take  her  over 
to  your  place,  Bob,”  was  the  whispered  rejoinder.  “It  struck 
me  jest  now  that  it  would  be  a  good  thing  to  do,  anyhow,  as 
Young  Wild  West  would  certainly  be  glad  t,o  give  up  that  gold 
mine  of  Mitchell’s  to  git  her  back,  wouldn’t  he?” 

This  struck  the  saloon-keeper  as  being  very  sound  logic. 

He  did  not  stop  to  think  that  Cherry,  in  his  desire  to  get 
hold  of  the  girl,  might  be  using  the  proposition  to  gain  the 
approval  of  the  other  man  and  himself. 

Just  then  the  four  men  began  to  get  in  their  part  of  the 
work. 

They  did  some  very  fast  shooting,  and  their  yells  rang  out 
so  loudly  that  it  sounded  as  though  there  were  more  than  four 
of  them. 

At  the  first  shot  Cherry  told  the  two  villains  to  follow  him. 

Straight  for  the  side  window  of  the  room  where  the  dancing 
had  been  in  progress  he  made. 

Luck  was  with  the  scheming  little  scoundrel,  it  seemed,  for 
he  had  no  sooner  reached  the  window  and  was  rising  to 
peer  into  the  room,  when  the  figure  of  a  female  approached 
it  and  leaned  out/ 

Cherry’s  heart  gave  a  bound. 

There  was  light  enough  for  him  to  see  the  face  of  the  girl 
who  had  slapped  him. 

It  was  Arietta,  sure  enough. 

She  had  come  to  the  window  to  see  if  she  could  catch  a 
glimpse  of  Wild  and  the  rest. 

She  leaned  way  out  when  she  heard  the  cro.wd  running 
away  from  the  building,  and  wondered  what  was  up. 

The  next  instant  an  arm  was  thrust  around  her  body  and  a 
hand  pressed  tightly  over  her  mouth. 

Then  another  pair  of  hands  seized  her,  and  she  was  lifted 
out  of  the  window  with  scarcely  the  least  bit  of  noise. 

The  thing  was  done  neatly  and  quickly,  but  it  was  more  to 
the  credit  of  good  luck  than  good  judgment  on  the  part  of 
Cherry. 

It  had  worked  just  his  way,  for  neither  Anna  nor  Eloise 
saw  her  go  out  of  the  window. 

Badly  frightened  and  struggling  vainly  to  get  out  of  the 
clutches  of  the  villains,  Arietta  Avas  carried  off  into  the  dark¬ 
ness. 

A  couple  of  coarse  handkerchiefs  sufficed  to  both  tie  her 
hands  and  gag  her. 

Then  Cherry  got  on  his  horse,  and  she  was  handed  up  to 
him. 

That  was  the  proudest  moment  of  the  little  villain’s  life. 

“Now,  then,  my  golden-haired  beauty!”  he  exclaimed,  as  he 
rode  off  in  a  roundabout  way  to  the  road  that,  led  to  the 
town,  “1  guess  you’ll  learn  to  think  better  of  me,  an'  not 
slap  me.  like  you  did  a  little  while  ago.  You  are  goin’  to  be 
ther  bride  of  ther  gallant  Cherry!” 

At  this  the  girl  made  a  violent  effort  to  free  herself. 

If  she  could  have  succeeded  in  doing  so,  it  would  have  gone 
hard  with  her  captor,  no  doubt,  for  Arietta  was  a  girl  who 
always  carried  a  small,  silver-mounted  revolver  when  she  was 
away  from  home. 

She  had  it  with  her  now,  too,  it  being  thrust  in  the  bosom  of 
her  doeskin  hunting  dress,  which  she  had  been  wearing  that 
day. 

And  Arietta  knew  how  to  use  the  weapon,  too! 

Woe  to  Cherry  if  she  but  got  her  hands  free! 

The  girl  was  really  more  angered  than  frightened  when 
she  learned  who  her  captor  was,  but  as  they  rode  along  at  a 
sharp  clip  and  gradually  left  the  mining  camp  behind  them, 
she  became  more  cool. 

Cherry  did  not  have  anything  further  to  say  when  he  saw 
the  effect  his  words  had  upon  his  fair  captive. 

He  was  afraid  she  might  struggle  sufficiently  to  get  off  the 
horse. 

Then  one  of  the  others  would  want  to  carry  her.  and  he  did 
not  want  that. 

No!  The  golden-haired  girl  was  his  prisoner,  and  all. he 
had  to  do  now  was  to  gain  her  consent  to  an  early  marriage. 

He  had  not  the  least  idea  of  giving  her  back  to  Young 
Wild  West,  even  if  the  boy  agreed  to  turn  the  gold  mine  over 
to  them  in  exchange. 

Arietta’s  pretty  face  had  completely  turned  his  head. 

“Ride  ahead.  Bob!”  the  little  schemer  said,  when  the\  be¬ 
gan  to  near  the  town.  “We  don’t  want  to  meet  any  one.  von 
know.” 

“Well,  why  not  turn  off  from  ther  road  an*  make  for  the 
back  yard  of  the  Cloven  Hoof  now?"  came  the  retort. 

“Good!  That’s  (her  fust  time  1  ever  hoard  you  make  a  g-wd 
suggestion.” 
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Cherry  was  so  elated  at  what  ho  had  accomplished  that  he 
did  not  care  what  he  said  to  the  men. 

\  But  that  remark  did  not  make  Bob  feel  any  friendlier  to¬ 
ward  him. 

It  made  him  completely  mad  with  him,  in  fact. 

A  few  minutes  later  the  party  rode  into  the  back  yard  and 

dismounted. 

,  Then  Arietta  was  carried  into  the  house,  and  lorked  in  a 

small  room. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

cherry’s  triumph  is  short-lived. 

“What!"  gasped  Young  Wild  West,  when  he  had  heard  Anna 
say  that  Arietta  could  not  be  found  anywhere. 

.  Eloise  shook  her  head,  showing  how  frightened  and  alarmed 
she  was. 

“We  missed  her  nearly  ten  minutes  ago,”  said  Cheyenne 
Charlie’s  wife.  “She  may  have  been  gone  longer,  too,  for  we 
thought  she  had  gone  outside  to  see  the  result  of  the  row  that 
"started.  When  we  found  that  she  did  not  come  back  we  went 
to  look  for  her.  But  she  was  not  there,  so  we  came  in  and 
asked  Mrs.  Lynch  if  she  had  seen  her  anywhere  near  the 
house.  She  said  she  had  not,  but  we  have  been  searching  it 
all  through,  to  make  sure.  I  haven’t  the  least  idea  what  has 
become  of  her,  unless  she  is  hiding,  just  to  play  a  trick  on 
us.” 

“She  has  not  done  anything  like  that,”  retorted  Wild,  shak¬ 
ing  his  head.  “Et  wouldn’t  do  that — it  is  not  at  all  like  her. 
She  likes  a  joke  well  enough,  but  she  wouldn’t  set  us  all  to 
worrying  for  nothing.  Where  did  you  see  her  last?” 

“She  walked  over  to  the  windows  over  there  when  you  all 
started  to  leave  the  front  of  the  hotel,”  spoke  up  Eloise. 
“Arietta  went  to  that  window  and  we  came  to  this  one  here 
'in  front.’’ 

Wild  hastened  to  the  window. 

But  there  was  nothing  there  by  which  a  trace  of  the  miss¬ 
ing  girl  could  be  found. 

»  “Give  me  a  lantern!”  he  cried. 

Landlord  Lynch  soon  brought  him  one. 

Outside  went  the  boy,  and  then  around  to  the  side  of  the 
house  where  the  window  was. 

He  had  scarcely  reached  the  spot  when  the  rays  of  the 
lantern  fell  upon  a  bow  of  blue  ribbon. 

It  was  one  that  Arietta  had  worn  that  day,  and  no  one 
recognized  it  any  quicker  than  Young  Wild  West  did. 

He  searched  carefully  over  the  ground  then,  but  there  was 
^nothing  there  to  show  any  further  signs. 

The  ground  happened  to  be  hard  and  wrell  packed  there,  so 
it  was  out  of  the  question  to  think  of  finding  footprints. 

“Well,  I  have  learned  one  thing,  anyway,”  said  the  boy, 
speaking  coolly,  though  he  was  greatly  agitated,  for  all  that. 
'“She  went  out  of  that  window  when  she  left  the  house.  She 
may  have  jumped  out  for  the  purpose  of  running  around  to 
the  front  and  surprising  Anna  and  Eloise,  but  if  she  intended 
to  do  that  some  one  interfered  with  her  before  she  got  there.” 

“Then  you  think  some  one  has  abducted  her,  then?”  spoke 
up  Jim. 

“Yes;  I  must  say  that  is  the  way  it  looks  to  me.” 

“Who  could  it  be?” 

“Who  but  the  little  fool  who  said  he  was  in  love  with  her? 
.  He  may  have  had  it  all  arranged,  for  aught  we  know.  I  now 
can  understand  why  it  was  that  we  found  no  traces  of  the 
men  who  were  doing  the  firing  and  yelling  up  here  a  ways. 
That  was  when  Et  disappeared,  I’ll  wager!” 
r,  “What  are  you  going  to  do  about  it,  Wild?”  Cheyenne 
^Charlie  asked,  anxiously. 

“I  am  going  straight  to  the  Cloven  Hoof  saloon,”  was  the 
quick  retort. 

“That’s  it!”  exclaimed  Jim.  “That’s  where  that  little  fel¬ 
low  called  Cherry  hangs  out.” 

“Well,  I  reckon  if  I  find  out  it  was  him  what  was  at  ther 
bottom  of  this  I’ll  wring  his  neck,”  remarked  Charlie. 

Wild  promptly  sent  for  their  horses  to  be  brought  from 
the  stable. 

-%  More  than  fifty  men  volunteered  to  go  with  them  when  they 
learned  that  one  of  the  girls  of  the  party  was  supposed  to 
have  been  kidnapped. 

"I  thank  you  for  the  offer,  boys,”  replied  our  hero,  address¬ 
ing  them;  “but  I  have  an  idea  that  it  will  require  some 
"Strategy  to  find  my  missing  sweetheart.  Myself  and  partners 
going  to  town,  and  about,  a  dozen  of  you  can  go  along,  if 
you  de-ire,  providing  you  will  agree  to  do  just  as  1  say.” 

*  “We  will! '' 

“Good  enough! " 


“We’ll  riddle  ther  skunks  what  done  it!” 

“Let  me  be  one  to  go,  won't  yer?” 

These  and  many  more  replies  came  to  Wild’s  remarks. 

But  he  thought  it  unwise  to  take  more  than  a  dozen  with 
him,  so  he  left  it  to  Charlie  to  select  them,  while  he  went  to 
Anna  and  Eloise  and  again  questioned  them  as  to  when  they 
had  last  seen  Arietta. 

But  they  could  tell  him  nothing  more  than  they  had  at 
first,  so  the  theory  he  himself  had  advanced  was  the  only 
one  he  had  to  work  on. 

A  few  minutes  later  he  was  riding  out  of  the  mining-camp 
of  North  Boulder  with  fourteen  men  behind  him. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jim  Dart  were  two  of  them,  of  course, 
and  the  others  were  trusted  fellow’s,  who  w’ould  as  soon  fight 
as  eat. 

They  rode  at  a  swift  pace,  and  when  the  lights  of  the  towui 
came  in  sight,  Wild  called  them  to  a  halt. 

“Now,  then,”  said  he,  acting  as  coolly  as  though,  he  was 
merely  at  the  head  of  a  party  wrho  were  going  to  give  a  sur¬ 
prise  to  some  friend,  “I  would  like  you  all  to  ride  into  town 
in  ones  and  twos.  I  have  an  idea  that  the  people  who  hang 
out  at  the  Cloven  Hoof  did  this  thing.  I  want  one  of  you  to 
go  in  that  saloon  and  find  out  if  the  little  chap  called  Cherry 
is  there.  Who  will  it  be?” 

“Me,  Mr.  West!”  exclaimed  Shadow’,  who  was  one  of  the 
party. 

“All  right.  You  can  do  it.  When  you  have  found  out  you 
can  come  out  and  meet  me  in  the  rear  of  the  saloon.  The 
rest  of  you,  except  Chaflie  and  Jim,  who  will  stay  with  me, 
can  remain  within  the  sound  of  a  pistol-shot  of  the  saloon. 
When  you  hear  two  quick  shots,  you  wTill  know  that  I  want 
you,  either  because  I  need  you  to  help  fight,  or  that  I  have 
found  Miss  Murdock,  and  am  ready  to  start  for  home.  Do 
you  understand?” 

“We  do,”  came  the  answer. 

“All  right,  then.  Now,  don’t  any  of  you  go  into  a  place 
and  say  a  word  about  there  being  a  girl  missing  from  the 
camp.  The  least  thing  might  spoil  it  all;  as,  if  these  fellows 
are  the  ones  who  stole  her,  they  are  liable  to  have  friends 
about,  waiting  to  hear  if  there  is  anybody  looking  for  her. 
Now,  then,  away  to  your  duties,  boys,  and  when  we  find  my 
sweetheart  and  get  safely  to  the  Nugget  Hotel  I’ll  tell  you 
how  I  am  going  to  reward  you  for  helping  me  to-night.” 

A  subdued  cheer  came  from  the  men  at  this. 

Then  they  scattered  and  rode  off  to  do  exactly  as  they  had 
been  directed.. 

Wild  and  his  two  partners  rode  behind  the  saloon  across 
the  vacant  lot  that  adjoined  it. 

There  was  nothing  strange  about  this,  as  there  was  a  reg¬ 
ular  path  there,  so  those  who  saw  them  go  that  way  from 
the  street  could  but  think  that  they  were  going  to  put  up 
their  horses  in  the  shed. 

Before  he  made  another  move,  our  hero  wanted  to  hear  the 
report  Shadow  would  make. 

They  dismounted  and  tied  their  horses  among  some  trees 
well  hack  from  the  shed  and  other  outbuildings  connected 
with  the  saloon. 

Then  they  waited,  Wild  growing  more  anxious  as  the 
minutes  flitted  by. 

It  must  have  been  a  full  quarter  of  an  hour  before  they 
saw  a  man  coming  that  way. 

When  he  got  a  little  nearer  they  could  easily  tell  that  it 
was  Shadow. 

His  lanky  form  could  not  be  mistaken. 

“Well?”  asked  Wild,  as  he  found  them. 

“Ther  boss  of  ther  saloon  is  there,  an’  so  is  Bruce  Budd  an’ 
some  of  ther  gang  what  travels  with  him,”  was  the  reply. 

“And  Cherry  was  not  there,  eh?” 

“No;  but  I  heard  his  squealin’  voice,  though.” 

“You  did?” 

“Yes.  He  must  be  upstairs  in  ther-  house.  I  heard  him 
yell  like  anything,  an’  then  a  door  slammed.” 

“Did  those  downstairs  make  a  move  when  that  happened?” 

“Ther  feller  what  runs  ther  place  laughed,  an’  said  to  Bruce 
Budd  that  Cherry  couldn’t  be  gittin’  along  very  smooth  in 
his  love  affair.” 

“He  did,  eh?  Well,  that  means  that  Miss  Murdock  is  up¬ 
stairs  In  that  house,  then!  ” 

“That’s  jest  what  I  think,  Mr.  West;  but  I  thought  I 
wouldn’t  Bay  so  till  I  had  told  you  jest  what  I  had  found 
out.  ” 

“Well,  I  am  going  into  the  house  right  away,  and  !  am 
going  to  try  to  get  in  without  any  one  knowing  it.” 

“I  don’t  know  how  you  will  bo  ablo  to  do  it,  unless  you  go 
in  by  the  back  door.” 
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“That  will  bo  dangprous  work,  Wild."  said  Jim.  “Suppose 
Arietta  is  not  there,  after  all,  and  you  should  be  discovered 
in  the  place?” 

“That  will  be  all  right  about  the  discovering  part.  They 
are  a  set  of  villains  who  hang  out  there,  and  it  would  make 
no  difference  if  they  did  discover  me.  I  won’t  let  them  get 
in  the  first,  shot.  I’ll  guarantee.  But  I  feel  positive,  now, 
that  Et.  is  there,  and  you  know  I  would  go  through  fire  and 
water  for  her.  1  am  going  in  that  house.” 

“Well,  we’ll  go  with  you,  then,"  put.  in  Charlie. 

“You  can,  if  you  like.” 

“Certainly  we  will!”  exclaimed  Jim. 

“Come  on,  then.  Shadow,  you  will  please  stay  here  and 
look  out  for  the  horses.” 

“All  right.  Mr.  West,”  answered  the  lanky  man. 

Wild  now  led  the  way  to  the  rear  of  the  house. 

He  felt  that  they  had  not  a  minute  to  spare. 

There  were  two  steps  that  led  up  to  a  back  door,  and  he 
was  trying  the  door  almost  before  his  companions  were  aware 
of  it. 

It  was  not  locked,  so  he  cautiously  opened  it  and  stepped 
inside. 

Just  as  he  did  so  the  stifled  cry  of  a  female  sounded  right 
near  him. 

It  was  Arietta. 

“Hello,  Et!”  Young  Wild  West  whispered.  “Is  it  you?” 

“Wild!  ” 

The  next  instant  she  was  in  the  arms  of  her  young  Jover. 

“Tell  me  all  about  it,  little  one,”  said  our  hero,  as  he  led 
her  back  to  where  Shadow  was  watching  the  horses. 

She  did  so,  winding  up  by  saying: 

"I  had  not  been  locked  in  the  room  over  half  an  hour  or 
so  when  my  adorer  came  to  see  me.  He  wras  still  attired  in 
his  stylish  rig,  and  he  was  smirking  like  a  monkey-faced 
idiot  when  he  came  in,  carrying  a  lantern. 

“I  had  been  in  the  dark  all  the  time,  you  know,  but,  Wild, 
I  wasn’t  much  afraid.  I  knew  you  would  be  able  to  find  me 
easily,  because  you  would  naturally  lay  it  to  Cherry,  and, 
knowing  that  this  was  the  place  where  he  lives,  you  would 
surely  come  here  to  look  for  me. 

“Well,  my  hands  had  not  been  untied  yet,  though  the  gag 
had  slipped  from  my  mouth,  and  when  Cherry  saw  that  he 
seemed  much  pleased. 

“  ‘You  didn’t  yell  for  help,  hey?’  he  said.  ‘Well,  maybe 
you  have  concluded  to  be  my  bride  without  makin’  any 
trouble?’ 

“  ‘Won’t  you  untie  my  hands?’  I  asked,  not  paying  any  at¬ 
tention  to  what  he  said. 

“  ‘Why,  certainly,’  the  little  fool  answered,  and  then  he  did 
so.  That  was  about  ten  minutes  ago,  or  maybe  less  than  that, 
ind  when  I  found  my  hands  free  I  quickly  pulled  out  my  re¬ 
volver  and  covered  him. 

“I  made  him  hold  up  his  hands  till  I  looked  around  and 
found  a  heavy  stick  lying  op  the  floor.  T  picked  this  up, 
while  he  looked  at  me  in  a  dazed,  simple  manner.  I  was 
getting  desperate.,  then.  Wild,  and  I  made  up  my  mind  that 
1  was  going  to  get  out  of  that  den. 

“I  raised  tl^e  stick  and  as  I  did  so  he  yelled  in  fear.  Bdt 
that  did  not  stop  me.  and  1  brought  it  aown  upon  his  head  as 
hard  as  I  could.  I  know  I  did  not  kill  him,  but  he  dropped  to 
the  floor  senseless,  just  the  same,  and  as  he  fell  he  struck  the 
door  and  made  it.  shut  with  a  slam. 

“Then  I  thought  there  would  be  more  of  the  villains  up 
after  me,  so  1  changed  the  stick  to  my  left  hand  and  the  re¬ 
volver  to  my  right  and  waited  tor  a  minute  or  twq.  I  took 
the  lantern  lie  brought  up  and  started  to  find  my  way  down¬ 
stairs. 

“But  1  had  not  gone  tar  when  |  heard  men  walking  through 
the  hall  below'.  Where  they  went  to  r  don’t  know,  but  it  was 
some  few  minutes  before  1  heard  the  last  one  go  through. 
Then  I  came  downstairs,  leaving  the  lantern  at  the  top,  and 
here  I  am." 

“You  did  nobly,  litt.je  one.  There  are  lots  of  men  who 
would  not  have  done  half  so  good.  You  are  the  bravest  little 
girl  that  ever  walked  on  prajrie  grass,  and  there’s  no  mistake 
about  it.” 

“Well,  if  I  am  brave,  you  have  taught  me  to  be  so,”  was  the 
reply. 

“That’s  right,  Arietta,”  spoke  up  Cheyenne  Charlie.  “You 
ain’t  ther  only  one,  either." 

“There  was  never  anything  spoken  that  was  any  more  true 
than  that!"  Jim  Dart  declared. 

Then,  turning  to  our  hero,  he  added: 

“What  Is  ther  next  move.  Wild?" 

"We  will  go  bark  to  the  hotel." 


“You  are  not  going  to  bother  with  Cherry  any  to-nigh{| 

then’”  *  il 

No.  I  am  so  glad  that  Et  Is  all  richt  that  we  will  let  the 
-  -  •  -  •  -  i--  *  —  The  time  to  punish 


little  rascal  and  his  friends  be  to-night, 
them  will  come  soon  enough.”  _ 

“Yes;  it’s  bound  to  come,"  said  Charlie,  grimly.  # 

“This  has  been  the  most  exciting  day  we  nave  put  in  for 
some.  time.  We  need  rest,  for  we  have  got  some  work  ahead 
of  us  to-morrow.  Et,  you  will  ride  with  me  on  the  lack  of 
Spitfire.  I  hope  you  will  enjoy  the  ride  going  back  bettefE 
than  you  did  when  you  came.” 

“I  think  I  shall,”  was  the  reply  from  the  girl,  w'ho  had 
now  fully  recovered  herself  and  was  as  happ.,  as  a  lark. 

Shadow  had  been  listening  in  wonder  and  adm' 1 aLion,  and 
when  Wild  gave  the  word  to  mount,  he  exclaimed: 

“By  ther  great  boots!  If  Young  Wild  West  is  thr,r  Boss 
Boy  of  Boulder,  he’s  got  a  gal  what  s  ther  boss  of  thei  uni¬ 
verse!  I’m  glad  that  I’ve  lived  to  meet  sich  people  as  you 
are!  ” 

“That’s  all  right,  Shadow,”  laughed  Wild.  “There  are 
plenty"  pf  people  in  the  world  who  are  as  brave  as  we  ever 
dared  to  be.” 

“Well,  that  might  be  true;  but  I’ve  never  come  across  any 
of  'em." 

“Well,  come  on!  We  will  go  back  to  the  Nugget  Hotel 


now'. 


The  next  minute  the  four  horses  wrere  crossing  the  open 


lot. 


When  they  reached  the  street  Wild  fired  two  shots  from  his 
revolver  in  quick  succession. 

That  was  the  signal  agreed  upon  with  the  men,  and  in  less 
than  a  minute  they  came  from  all  directions. 

“It  is  all  right,”  said  Young  Wild  West,  when  he  found 
they  were  all  there.  “I  found  my  sweetheart.  We  will  wait 
till  to-morrow,  or  some  time  later,  to  punish  the  villains  who 
kidnaped  her.” 

The  two  shots  had  attracted  the  attention  of  several  on 
the  street,  but  when  they  saw  that  it  w*as  only  a  party  of 
friends  he  incident  was  soon  forgotten. 

Then  the  ride  back  to  the  mining-camp  of  North  Bouider 
! began. 

They  reached  there  in  due  titop.  and  then,  before  they 
parted  with  the  volunteers  who  had  helped  them  out,  Wild 
said: 

"Gentlemen,  we  are  now*  the  owners  pf  the  hidden  gold 
mine  Jim  Mitchell  owned.  We  are  going  to  open  it  tpr mor¬ 
row,  and  I  would  like  to  have  ypu  all  help  us.  I  promised  you 
that  you  will  all  get  a  share  of  what  is  taken  from  it.  whether 
'it  be  liftle  or  much.  There  will  be  some  fighting  over  rhe 
mine  before  we  are  through  with  it.  as  Bruce  Budd  is  de¬ 
termined  to  get  the  geld  he  shot  a  man  in  the  back  for. 
Come  around  in  the  morning,  and  we  will  go  over  to  this 
minp. " 


CHAPTER.  IX. 


UrUNKP. 


THE  Spar  fiS  POUND  AND  THE  MINj 

Our  friends  slept  as  soundly  and  peacefully  that  night  a? 
though  nothing  had  happened  out  of  the  ordinary  during  the 

day. 

The  next  morning  at  eight  they  had  eaten  breakfast,  and 
were  ready  to  go  to  the  mine  1  hey  expected  to  find. 

Shadow  ancl  the  rest  of  the  men  who  had  been  with  them 
the  night  before  came  around,  mounted  pn  their  horses,  armed 
and  equipped  for  business. 

There  had  been  just  enough  of  a  mystery  about  the  man 
who  had  been  slain  to  make  them  anxious  to  'find  out  where 
the  great  vein  of  gold  was  that  rumor  said  he  had  struck. 
And  now  they  were  going  to  find  it. 

“Give  me  the  chart.  Et."  said  Wild,  before  tbfi'  started, 
had  better  look  at  it  again,  i  warn  to  maU  sure  of 


We 


something  before  I  head  for  the  place. ” 

He  spread  out  the  roughly  made  ,  lu;rt  win  n  Arietta  hau  te  I 
if  it*  hjin,  and,  a’tei  caiotuily  study  <ug  the  direction  read 
the  following  again: 

Deep  gulk  ,  rune  leei  to  the  right  of  where  the  brook 
flo»\N  pmUn ground  is  a  big.  blank  rock.  A  crowbar  nill  move 
this  from  mouth  of  cave.  Rich  vein  of  virgin  gold  here  " 

'Til  bet  you  knew  all  what  you  have  road,"  -aid  his  Vwect- 
heart.  *T  have  got  tlm  whole  thing  on  mv  nupri,  and  1  think 
I  count  draw  a  Heart  Hint  would  be  so  l.rar  like  this  one  tSH 
the  place  could  be  found  from  if.  without  ;...  much  as  lookini 
at  this  one  again." 


“Well,  you  have  got  a  pretty  good  head  on  you,  EL 


No 
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doubt  you  could  do  what  you  say,  but  you  might  make  a 
wistakV  you  know.  1  just  wanted  to  look  at  the  paper  so  I 
would  be  sure  of  finding  the  place  without  referring  to  it  in 
the  presence  of  the  men  we  are  going  to  take  with  us.  We 
will  stake  out  a  claim  in  the  gully  so  as  to  take  in  the  place 
where  the  brook  flows  underground,  and  that  part  where  the 
*i  cave  is.  Then  we  will  all  start  in  at  digging,  and  the  mouth 
of  the  cave  will  be  found  accidentally  by  one  of  us;  we  will 
make  it  appear  as  though  it  was  accidental.” 

”1  see.  Wild.  You  know  just  what  you  are  doing.  I  could 
not  make  a  suggestion  if  I  wanted  to.” 

Our  hero  soon  told  Charlie  and  Jim  of  what  he  proposed 
to  do,  and  they  thought  it  was  the  best  way. 

“Before  we  start  in  diggin’,  when  we  git  to  ther  place,” 
said  the  scout,  ■‘*1  want  to  say  a  few  words  to  ther  men.  I’ll 
tell  'em  that  Young  Wild  West’s  Million  in  Gold  is  supposed 
to  be  located  on  that  spot  somewhere,  an’  that  they  are  there 
to  help  him  find  it;  also,  that  I  think  there’s  more’n  two 
millions  there,  an’  what’s  over  shall  be  divided.  How  will 
that  do?” 

“Couldn’t  be  better,  Charlie.  I’ll  leave  it  to  you.  You 
might  say,  though,  that  if  we  don’t  find  anything,  and  the 
thing  has  been  a  hoax,  that  they  will  be  paid  for  all  the  time 
they  have  lost.” 

“That’s  it!"  exclaimed  Jim.  “Don’t  let  them  think  that 
they  are  losing  their  time  for  nothing.” 

“Well,  I’ll  do  that,  then.” 

It  now  being  all  settled,  they  all  came  out  of  the  house 
and  mounted  their  horses. 

The  waiting  twelve  men  took  off  their  hats  and  gave  a 
rousing  cheer  for  the  Boss  Boy  of  Boulder  and  his  plucky 
sweetheart,  who  was  not  afraid  of  all  the  cowboys  in  creation! 

The  nickname  Shadow  had  given  Young  Wild  West  was 
liable  to  stick  to  him  as  long  as  he  remained  in  Boulder 
County,  it  seemed. 

It  appeared  to  be  a  fitting  appelation,  and  sounded  all  right 
to  those  who  knew  him. 

Y/hen  the  party  struck  out  for  the  point  marked  down  on 
the  chart,  Wild  and  his  partners  were  keeping  a  sharp  look¬ 
out  for  some  signs  of  Bruce  Budd  and  his  gang. 

He  knew  they  would  be  watching  his  movements  as  a  cat 
watches  a  mouse. 

Wild  did  not  care  if  they  followed  them  and  found  where 
the  lode  was  located;  he  could  not  keep  that  a  secret  from 
any  one  very  long. 

■  The  reason  Jim  Mitchell  had  kept  it  a  secret  was  because 
he  never  worked  it,  but  simply  took  out  enough  gold  at  odd 
times  to  pay  his  expenses. 

He  had  been  a  very  eccentric  man,  anyhow,  so  those  who 
had  known  him  said. 

As  soon  as  he  found  the  lode  and  got  things  in  working 
order.  Young  Wild  West  intended  to  give  the  villainous  out¬ 
laws  a  turn. 

The  kidnaping  of  Arietta  must  net  go  unpunished,  even 
if  she  was  a  prisoner  but  a  short  time. 

Such  doings  would  not  be  tolerated  by  the  good  citizens  of 
Boulder,  anyway,  and  had  they  knowm  what  had  happened 
they  would  have  torn  dowm  the  Cloven  Hoof  saloon  in  short 
order,  and  probably  shot  or  hung  Cherry  and  the  men  who 
assisted  him  in  the  daring  steal. 

But  Wild  wras  in  no  particular  hurry. 

Bruce  Budd  was  a  marked  man,  anyway,  and  as  soon  as 
the  young  Prince  of  the  Saddle  said  the  word  a  hundred  men 
would  be  on  the  track  of  the  murderer. 

All  was  needed  was  a  little  eloquence  on  the  good  points  of 
the  man  who  had  been  shot,  and  the  crowd  would  be  stirred. 

Wild  and  Arietta  rode  along  at  the  head  of  the  column  just 
as  though  they  knew  perfectly  where  they  were  going. 

And  the  truth  was  that  they  were  not  confident  that  they 
would  find  any  such  place  at  all. 

We  -ay  not  confident,  but  that  can  hardly  express  it,  for 
while  they  believed  what  the  dying  miner  had  said,  they 
thought  that  it  was  possible  that  he  had  overestimated  the 
vale-  of  the  lode. 

The  distance  wa»  not  far  from  the  mining-camp,  according 
to  the  chart,  and  they  soon  came  to  a  gully  that  Wild  thought 
LMiftt  he  the  right,  one. 

11#-  called  a  halt  here,  and  then,  dismounting,  he  ascended 
to  a  high  point  of  rock  and  took  a  survey  of  the  luud. 

Thin  Is  the  spot,  he  thought.  "Right  down  this  gully  we 
will  find  the  plact-  where  the  brook  goes  underground.  Now 
for  the  million  In  gold!” 

j|c  wax  Ju  t  going  to  de  rend  to  where  the  party  awaited 
1,1  iu  wUhu  he  Hidden ly  caught  sight  of  a  man  as  he  crept 
ai v  ~ angle  of  rock  a  few  wards  away. 
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“Ah!”  he  muttered,  “so  they  are  here,  are  they?  Well, 
they  had  better  be  mighty  careful  how  they  act.  I  have  bul¬ 
lets  waiting  for  some  of  the  scoundrels  in  Bruce  Budd’s  gang!  ” 

“We  will  proceed  down  this  gully  a  little  ways,”  he  said, 
when  he  got  down  to  the  level  below.  “We  have  found  the 
spot  all  right!  ” 

Not  a  word  did  he  say  of  the  man  he  had  seen  to  any 
one  but  Charlie  and  Jim. 

Down  the  gully  they  rode  two  abreast. 

When  perhaps  a  hundred  yards  had  been  traversed  they 
came  to  a  brook  that  trickled  from  the  rocks  above  and  ran 
along  through  the  center  of  the  gully. 

Following  the  stream  they  soon  came  to  a  spot  where  it 
shifted  from  the  middle  of  the  gully  and  flowed  underground! 
through  an  opening  that  looked  like  the  mouth  of  a  small 
cave. 

Our  six  friends  made  a  quick  survey  of  the  place,  and  then 
they  looked  at  each  other. 

The  spot  tallied  exactly  with  the  description  given  on  the 
chart.- 

There  was  the  big,  black  rock  just  about  three  yards  from 
the  place  where  the  stream"  lost  itself  underground. 

The  gully  widened  into  a  sort  of  basin  right  here,  and  off 
to  the  right  was  a  level  stretch  of  a  hundred  yards  or  more. 

The  big,  black  rock  was  at  the  bottom  of  a  short  descent; 
that  projected  out  about  twenty  feet  from  the  face  of  a  cliff.1 

“Here  we  are!”  exclaimed  Young  Wild  West.  “Now,  then, 
strike  in  at  prospecting,  and  let’s  see  who  finds  the  first  lump! 
of  gold.” 

The  men  lost  no  time  in  dismounting  and  getting  ready  for 
business. 

They  had  picks  and  shovels  and  pans  with  them,  and,  know¬ 
ing  that  Jim  Mitchell  had  struck  it  rich,  and  that  if  this  was 
really  the  spot  there  must  be  lots  of  nuggets  to  be  found, 
they  struck  in  with  a  will. 

The  ladies  entered  into  the  spirit  of  the  thing,  too,  and  for 
the  next  two  hours  it  was  more  like  a  search  for  something 
that  had  been  lost  than  anything  else. 

But  at  the  end  of  that  time  not  ten  cents’  worth  of  gold  had 
been  found. 

Then  it  was  that  Cheyenne  Charlie  called  up  the  men  and 
gave  them  the  little  speech  he  had  been  fixing  up  in  his  mind 
all  the  morning. 

When  he  had  told  them  all  he  had  to  say  they  seemed  to 
be  pleased. 

“Boys,”  said  Shadow,  stepping  out  and  taking  off  his  hat, 
“if  there’s  a  million  in  gold  anywhere  around  here,  there’sj 
sartinly  more!” 

“That’s  right!”  came  the  answer. 

“But  we  ain’t  found  it  yet.” 

“No.” 

“An’  if  we  don’t  find  it,  we  git  paid  for  our  time,  anyway.” 

“That’s  what  he  said.” 

“An’  if  we  do  find  it,  we  git  a  whole  lot  more.” 

“That’s  it.” 

“Well,  we  can’t  lose  either  way,  then,  kin  we?” 

“No.” 

“Then  hooray  for  ther  Boss  Boy  of  Boulder,  I  say!” 

When  the  cheering  had  subsided,  Wild  stepped  out  before, 
the  men. 

“Boys,”  began  he,  “don’t  get  discouraged  because  you 
haven’t  found  anything  yet.  The  gold  is  here,  or  else  a  dying 
man  told  us  an  untruth  without  there  being  a  cause  for  him 
to  do  it.  You  all  know  that  such  is  not  apt  to  happen.  When 
a  man  knows  his  last  hour  on  earth  has  arrived,  what  he  says! 
of  his  own  free  will  is  apt  to  be  the  truth.  Jim  Mitchell,  witlij 
his  dying  breath,  told  us  that  right  here  there  was  a  hidden 
lode  that  would  pan  out  millions  in  a  very  short  time.  Now, 
then,  I  am  going  to  stay  here  for  a  while.  I  want  you  all  to, 
stop  prospecting  now,  and  get  to  wopk  at  cutting  down  some| 
of  the  pines  around  here.  I  am  going  to  build  a  sort  of  log- 
shed  right  here  over  this  black  rock,  so  we  can  stow  our  tools 
and  supplies  in  it.  At  least  ten  of  us  must  stay  here  all  the 
time,  for  Bruce  Budd  and  his  gang  are  after  this  lode,  as  well 
as  we  are.  The  only  difference  is  that  they  want  to  take  it 
by  force,  while  we  want  it  because  Jim  Mitchell  gave  it  to  us. 
Jump  in  lively,  now,  and  cut  down  some  of  the  trees.” 

They  had  axes  with  them,  and,  not  waiting  a  minute,  the 
men  got  at  work. 

The  trees  were  felled  and  turned  into  logs  in  short  order, 
and  then  Wild  superintended  the  building  of  a  shed. 

They  worked  till  noon  without  rest,  and  then,  after  they 
had  eaten  a  meal  from  the  rations  they  had  brought  over 
from  the  mining-camp,  they  got  iu  and  finished  the  job. 

Wild  wanted  the  shed  built  for  two  purposes. 
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It  would  protect  them  in  case  they  were  attacked  by  the 
outlaws,  and  it  would  cover  the  black  stone,  so  he  could  work 
at  it  and  turn  it  over  at  the  same  time. 

He  did  not  intend  to  keep  the  finding  of  the  gold  from  the 
men,  but  he  thought  it  best  that  it  should  be  found  by  him 
and  his  companions. 

If  any  of  the  men  were  by  when  the  cave  was  opened,  they 
certainly  could  claim  an  equal  share  of  what  was  in  it. 

It  was  about  four  in  the  afternoon  when  the  men  had  re¬ 
sumed  prospecting  in  the  gully,  and  no  one  was  near  the  shed 
but  his  two  partners  and  the  girls. 

The  latter,  tired  from  their  search  for  nuggets,  were  seated 
on  the  ground,  at  the  mouth  of  the  shed,  sorting  out  the  wild 
flowers  they  had  gathered. 

Young  Wild  West  caught  the  eyes  of  Charlie  and  Jim,  and 
then,  picking  up  a  crowbar,  he  walked  under  the  shed  to  the 
big,  black  rock. 

He  felt  the  rock  carefully  over  with  his  hand,  while  his 
partners  waited  with  breathless  interest. 

The  next  minute  he  found  a  place  where  the  end  of  the 
bar  would  go  iu,  and  then  he  placed  it  there  and  gave  a  quick 
twist. 

What  had  appeared  to  be  a  big,  black  rock  was  only  a  slab 
of  a  few  inches  in  thickness,  and  it  fell  over  and  dropped  to 
the  ground  with  a  light  thud  that  could  not  be  heard  ten  feet, 
hardly. 

Then,  sure  enough,  they  beheld  the  mouth  of  a  cave  before 
them. 

It  was  dark  as  pitch  inside,  so  Wild  knelt  on  the  ground 
and  struck  a  match. 

Jim  and  Charlie  crouched  on  either  side  of  him,  and  then 
all  three  peered  into  the  cave. 

The  sight  that  met  them  was  a  dazzling  one. 

One  entire  side  of  the  cave  had  all  the  appearance  of  being 
composed  of  virgin  gold!  *  » 


CHAPTER  X. 

CHERRY  IS  WHIPPED  IN  PUBLIC. 

“What  do  you  think  of  that,  boys?”  Wild  asked,  as  he 
turned  to  his  partners. 

“Gee!”  gasped  Cheyenne  Charlie. 

“That  beats  anything  I  ever  saw!”  ejaculated  Jim  Dart. 

“Does  look  nice,  don’t  it?  Just  call  the  girls.” 

Jim  did  so  as  soon  as  he  could  recover  from  his  astonish¬ 
ment  at  the  sudden  sight. 

Arietta  led  the  way  into  the  shed. 

The  next  minute  Wild  had  lighted  a  lantern  and  crept  into 
the  cave,  and  they  all  had  a  chance  to  see  what  the  vein  of 
virgin  gold  looked  like. 

The  rays  of  the  lantern  fell  upon  it,  and  made  it  shine  with 
a  glow  of  fire. 

And  the  glare  was  almost  a  blood  red,  too. 

Gold  in  its  natural  state  is  not  the  color  it  assumes  when 
it  bas  been  smelted  and  refined. 

It.  is  more  of  a  dull  reddish-yellow  color. 

But  this  vein  was  so  full  of  the  precious  metal  that  it 
glowed  and  sparkled  under  the  rays  of  the  lantern  like  a 
smattering  of  diamonds  embedded  in  a  slab  of  rock. 

For  the  space  of  half  a  minute  the  six  looked  at  the  extra¬ 
ordinary  sight  without  saying  a  word. 

Then  Young  Wild  West  broke  the  silence. 

“1  guess  we  will  be  able  to  get  our  million  in  gold  out  of 
that  lode!”  he  exclaimed.  “What  do  you  all  think  of  it,  any¬ 
way?” 

“It  is  the  greatest  sight  I  ever  laid  eyes  on!”  said  Anna. 

Eloise  shook  her  head,  as  though  she  could  hardly  believe 
what  she  saw. 

“If  it  is  gold,”  said  sh,e,  “there  must  be  more  than  a  million 
dollars’  worth  there!” 

“It  is  gold,”  spoke  up  Arietta,  in  a  decisive  tone.  “I  have 
seen  it  in  smaller  quantities,  and  I  cannot  be  deceived.  I 
can’t  understand  why  that  man  was  foolish  enough  to  leave 
all  this.” 

“He  certainly  could  not  have  been  right  in  the  head,”  an¬ 
swered  Wild. 

“Are  you  going  to  let  the  men  have  a  look  at  this?”  asked 
Jim,  a  few  minutes  later,  when  they  had  crept  inside  and 
broken  off  a  few  chunks  of  the  gold. 

“Certainly,”  was  the  reply.  “There  is  enough  here  for  all 
hands.  If  we  get  a  million  out  of  it  we  ought  to  be  satisfied, 
and  we  can  do  that  in  a  few  days,  by  the  looks  of  it.  I  shall 
go  and  call  the  men  at  once.” 

He  was  as  good  as  his  word,  too,  for  stepping  out  from 


under  the  shed,  he  gave  a  whistle  that  could  be  heard  far  and 
near.  L 

Then  he  fired  a  shot  from  his  revolver.  J  1 

That  was  enough. 

The  twelve  men  came  running  in  from  all  directions. 

They  were  somewhat  alarmed  at  the  sudden  call,  but  when 
Young  Wild  West  took  up  one  of  the  larger  lumps  of  gold  ; 
that  had  been  knocked  from  the  interior  of  the  cave  and  held 
it  up  in  his  hands,  they  knew  why  they  had  been  called. 

“Boys,”  said  he,  “I  have  found  the  million  in  gold!  Come, 
and  I  will  show  it  to  you.” 

With  exclamations  of  delight  and  amazement,  the  men 
surged  for  the  shed. 

“You  can’t  all  see  it  at  one  time,  as  the  place  where  it  is 
won’t  hold  over  half  a  dozen  at  a  time.  Now,  then,  take  it 
easy.  The  stuff  is  here  all  right.” 

Then  he  showed  them,  three  or  four  at  a  time,  the  interior 
of  the  cave. 

As  nearly  all  of  them  had  been  working  in  hard  luck  for 
a  long  time,  the  sight  was  like  a  vision  of  the  Arabian  Nights  „ 
to  them. 

“There’s  more  stuff  in  that  pocket  than  there  is  in  all  ther 
mines  in  ther  camp  put  together!  ”  cried  Shadow,  with  dis¬ 
tended  eyes. 

“That  ain't  a  pocket;  that’s  a  lode,”  corrected  one  of  the 
men,  throwing  his  hat  in  the  air.  “Boys,  I  reckon  we  struck 
a  good  job  when  we  come  to  work  for  Young  Wild  West.  As 
Shadder  says,  he’s  ther  Boss  Boy  of  Boulder,  an’  he’s  got  his 
million  in  gold  right  in  his  clutches.  Hooray  for  everybody, 

I  say!” 

While  the  men  were  cheering  themselves  hoarse  a  cracking 
noise  sounded  from  a  tree  above  them,  and  down  came  a  di¬ 
minutive  form,  right  in  their  midst. 

For  an  instant  a  hush  came  over  all  hands,  for  that  which  . 
had  happened  so  unexpectedly  was  startling. 

Pretty  Arietta  Murdock  was  the  first  to  find  the  use  of  her 
tongue. 

“It’s  Cherry,  or  I’ll  never  speak  another  word!”  she  cried. 

Then  all  hands  saw  that  she  had  spoken  the  truth. 

The  little  villain  had  been  in  the  tree  listening  to  all  that 
was  said  below  him. 

The  limb  he  was  clinging  to  had  broken  and  let  him  down 
right  among  his  enemies. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  leaped  forward  -with  the  quickness  of  a 
cat. 

“You  little  imp!”  he  exclaimed,  seizing  the  villain  by  the 
collar.  “I  said  ther  next  time  I  got  hold  of  you  I  was  goin’ 
to  shake  you.  Now  here  goes!” 

The  scout  had  both  hands  on  him  now,  and  the  way  he 
shook  the  little  villain  was  startling,  indeed. 

"Take  his  weapon  from  him  and  tie  him  up,”  said  Wild 
quietly. 

Willing  hands  soon  did  this,  and  a  few  minutes  later  Cherry 
was  securely  bound  to  a  tree. 

"When  you  get  so  you  can  talk  just  let  me  know,"  said 
Young  Wild  West.  “You  are  about  the  most  insignificant 
specimen  of  mankind  I  ever  met,  and  1  want  you  to  bear  in 
mind  that  unless  you  answer  me  truthfully  I  will  shoot  off  the 
top  of  your  head! ” 

Charlie  and  Jim  were  watching  out  for  a  sign  of  the  ras¬ 
cal’s  friends. 

But  though  they  looked  carefully  above  on  either  side,  they  < 
did  not  catch  a  glimpse  of  a  man. 

Pretty  soon  Cherry  started  to  speak. 

"Have  mercy  on  me!”  was  the  first  thing  intelligible  to 
come  from  his  lips. 

“Now,  then,  what  were  you  doing  up  in  that  tree?"  Youn0- 
Wild  West  asked,  sternly. 

1  jist  climbed  up  it  to  see  what  was  goin’  on  down  here  " 
was  the  trembling  reply. 

“Well,  what  did  you  learn  by  climbing  into  the  tree?” 

I  leal ned  (hat  it  would  be  best  not  to  do  it  agin  even 
if  I  got  ther  chance,”  replied  the  wretch. 

“Where  is  Bruce  Budd?" 

“In  town,  I  guess." 

"\ou  only  guess  that.  Are  you  sure  he  is  not  around  here 
pretty  close  by?” 

“I  ain’t  sure.” 

^  so.  Now,  tell  me  how  many  men  are  with 


“And  they  want  to  get  hold  of  the  mine  that  belonged  1 
the  man  Bruce  Budd  killed?” 

”1  reckon  they’d' like  to,"  was  the  meek  reply 
“Well,  they  never  will,  for  If  they  don’t  leave  thi*  vicinit 
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inside  of  twenty-four  hours  I  will  lead  a  band  of  men  that 
will  hunt  them  till  there  is  not  one  of  them  left  living.  Do 
>ou  hear  what  I  say?” 

"Yes;  I  hear  you.  But  say!  You  ain’t  got  no  right  to  hunt 
them  fellers.  They  ain’t  done  nothin'  to  you.” 

"You  haven’t  done  anything,  either,  have  you?” 

"Well,  you’ve  got  me,  ain’t  you?” 

"Yes;  we  have  got  you,”  Wild  said,  after  a  pause.  ‘‘And  I 
must  say  that  I  hardly  know  what  to  do  with  you,  as  I  am  not 
the  sort  to  take  the  life  of  a  prisoner.” 

At  this  the  eyes  of  Cherry  lighted  up  with  a  glow  of  hope. 

"Let  me  go,  won’t  you?”  he  asked,  pleadingly. 

“I  will  make  terms  with  him,  Wild!”  exclaimed  Arietta, 
stepping  up.  “Let  me,  please.” 

“Why,  what  terms  do  you  want  to  make  with  him,  Et?” 
was  the  question  our  hero  asked  of  his  sweetheart. 

“Well,  let  him  agree  to  fight  a  duel  with  me,  with  whips  for 
weapons.  I  feel  like  thrashing  him  till  he  can’t  stand.” 

Our  three  friends  broke  into  a  laugh  at  this,  and  the  twelve 
men  joined  them. 

The  proposition  was  a  novel  one,  and  after  a  moment’s 
thought  Young  Wild  West  told  Et  to  go  ahead  and  have  it  as 
she  wanted  it. 

"All  right,”  said  the  girl,  with  flashing  eyes.  “Charlie,  just 
cut  two  stout  whips,  will  you?” 

“You  bet  I  will!”  was  the  reply,  and  there  being  plenty 
growing  about,  he  soon  had  them. 

“Now,  untie  the  little  wretch!”  said  Arietta. 

"Do  you  understand  this?”  Wild  asked  him.  “The  golden¬ 
haired  girl  you  fell  in  love  with  yesterday  is  going  to  fight 
a  duel  with  you.  When  it  is  fought  and  won  you  are  to  make 
tracks  from  here  as  fast  as  your  legs  will  carry  you.” 

“I  understand,”  and  then  Cherry  shrugged  his  shoulders  as 
Charlie  handed  him  one  of  the  whips. 

Then  Arietta  stepped  up  to  administer  the  punishment  that 
he  was  so  deserving  of. 

“I  can’t  hit  you  back!”  cried  the  little  wretch,  his  eyes 
lighting  up  when  he  looked  upon  the  charming  picture  the 
angered  girl  made.  “I  can’t  hit  sich  a  beauty  as  you,  indeed 
I - ” 

That  seemed  to  be  the  signal  for  the  curious  duel  to  begin, 
lor  Arietta  brought  her  whip  down  upon  his  shoulder  with 
such  force  that  he  uttered  a  groan,  and  started  to  run  away. 

But  the  men  quickly  hustled  him  back,  and  then  he  stood 
there  vainly  endeavoring  to  shield  himself  from  the  blows 
that  were  showered  upon  him. 

Swish!  Swish!  Swish! 

Arietta  laid  on  the  whip  with  the  ease  and  accuracy  of  an 
old-time  schoolmarm. 

And  as  though  it  were  really  a  boy  getting  whipped  in 
school,  Cherry  began  to  bellow  like  a  big  calf,  but  never  once 
striking  back  at  the  girl. 

Finally  he  sank  to  the  ground,  groaning  with  pain. 

Then  she  ceased,  and  throwing  away  the  whip,  walked  to 
the  shed. 

Just  then  half  a  dozen  rifle  shots  rang  out,  and  one  of  the 
men  dropped  with  a  bullet  in  liis  arm! 


CHAPTER  XI. 


CONCLUSION. 


The  attack  upon  our  friends  -was  so  unexpected  that  they 
were  at  a  loss  as  to  where  the  shots  had  been  fired  from  at 
first.  ' 

“Get  to  cover,  boys!”  cried  Young  Wild  West.  “Bruce  Budd 
has  opened  his  game,  and  now  we  will  play  it  with  him  to  the 


finish!  ” 

Just  then  he  caught  sight  of  a  puff  of  smoke  from  a  craggy 
pro  ec-tion  off  to  the  left. 

A  report  sounded  almost  at  the  same  time,  and  the  bullet 
buried  itself  in  one  of  the  logs  the  shed  had  been  constructed 


of. 

But  Young  A V i  1  cl  West's  eagle  eyes  saw  something  else  be¬ 
side  the  puff  of  smoke. 

1.  ’vo;.:  a  portion  of  the  body  of  the  man  who  had  fired  the 
■hot. 


Crack! 

Tin  bo •  h  rifle  spoke,  and  then  all  hands  saw  a  man  come 
t.u.ii-dirig  down  from  the  crag,  and  fall  with  a  splash  into 
the  brook  below. 

A  wonderful  shot!”  exclaimed  Shadow,  who  was  trying  his 
r,<  "  to  catch  sight  of  one  of  the  villains  who  were  attacking 

lb#  ffi  from  cover,  j 

Cn<  .  r;  no  w  carce  crawling  into  their  midst. 


He  evidently  thought  it  was  best  to  remain  with  his  enemies 
just  then. 

“I  thought  you  was  told  to  git  out?”  Cheyenne  Charlie  said. 

“I’m  afraid  I  might  git  shot  by  mistake,”  was  the  reply. 
“Won’t  you  let  me  stay  here  till  ther  fightin’  is  over?” 

“He  wants  to  be  the  first  one  at  the  gold  mine  when  we  are 
beaten  and  done  for,”  spoke  up  Jim,  with  a  laugh. 

But  the  little  man  kept  right  on  crawling  for  cover,  not 
heeding  what  was  said. 

He  never  stopped  til]  he  got  inside  the  cave  of  gold. 

“Let  him  stay  in  there  and  have  a  look  at  what  is  there,” 
remarked  Wild.  “That  is  all  the  good  it  will  do  him.” 

“Humph!”  grunted  Cheyenne  Charlie,  “ther  little  coyote  is 
ther  worst  one  of  ther  lot,  I  think.  If  I  was  you,  Wild,  I’d 
send  him  over  to  them  fellers  to  tell  ’em  that  if  they  don’t 
quit  shootin’  we’ll  make  mince-meat  of  ’em.” 

Our  hero  thought  a  while,  and  then  came  to  the  conclusion 
that  it  would  be  a  good  idea  to  do  this. 

“Come  out  here,  Cherry!”  he  called,  kneeling  before  the 
mouth  of  the  cave. 

In  something  like  a  minute  the  little  rascal  came  creeping 
out. 

“What  is  it,  sir?”  he  asked,  meekly. 

“I  want  you  to  go  over  to  those  friends  ol'  yours  right  away. 
Tell  Bruce  Budd  that  unless  he  withdraws  his  men  inside  cf 
ten  minutes  and  lets  us  alone,  we  will  come  up  there  and  put 
the  finishing  touch  to  the  whole  lot  of  them.” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“You  may  tell  him  anything  else  you  like,  but  don’t  forget 
to  tell  him  what  I  said.” 

“Kin  I  git  my  hat  an’  boots  first?” 

“Yes;  but  hurry  up.” 

“They  won’t  shoot  me;  do  you  think  they  will?” 

“A  good  thing  if  they  did,”  muttered  Charlie. 

Since  losing  one  of  their  men  the  hiding  gang  had  been 
strangely  quiet,  and  when  Cherry  sneaked  out  and  picked  up 
his  boots  and  put  them  on,  none  of  them  ventured  to  show 
themselves. 

Vdhen  the  wretch  got  his  boots  on  and  had  picked  up  his 
hat.  he  at  once  started  down  the  gully  for  a  slope  where  he 
could  ascend  to  the  point  where  his  friends  were. 

Wild  and  his  companions  watched  him  with  interest. 

Pretty  soon  he  disappeared. 

“He  will  be  back  again,  see  if  he  don’t,”  said  the  young 
prince  of  the  saddle  a  minute  later. 

After  a  while  he  came  to  the  conclusion  that  it  would  not 
be  a  bad  idea  to  get  to  work  at  the  lode  in  the  cave. 

He  picked  out  three  men  and  sent  them  inside  with  Jim 
Dart  to  superintend  them. 

Try  and  find  out  how  thick  the  layer  is,"  he  said. 

The  sound  of  the  picks  was  soon  heard,  the  men  working 
away  like  beavers. 

It  lacked  but  little  more  than  an  hour  from  sunset,  and 
Young  Wild  West  began  to  figure  as  to  what  was  the  best 
thing  to  be  done. 

“If  the  girls  were  only  safe,"  he  thought,  “it  would  be  easy 
enough.  Well,  the  chances  are  that  we  will  have  to  remain 
here  all  night,  so  the  only  thing  to  do  is  to  fix  up  a  camp, 
I  guess." 

1-Ie  took  the  risk  of  walking  out  of  the  shed  after  he  had 
made  a  survey  of  the  surrounding  country,  without  seeing  any¬ 
thing  of  the  outlaw  gang. 

But  they  were  not  far  away,  for  presently  he  saw  Cherry 
coming  back,  as  he  expected  he  would. 

The  little  man  carried  a  flag  of  truce  this  time,  showing 
that  he  was  not  quite  satisfied  that  Young  Wild  West’s  party 
would  not  shoot  him  for  showing  up  again. 

Wild  walked  out  to  meet  him. 

“What  is  it?"  he  asked. 

“Captain  Bruce  sent  me  to  tell  you  that  he  was  goin’  to  quit 
an'  leave  you  people  be,”  was  the  answer.  “He  says  if  you’ll 
let  everything  drop  what’s  between  you  an’  him  he’ll  never 
bother  you  ag’in.” 

“All  right.  Tell  him  1  will  agree  to  that,  providing  ho 
makes  himself  scarce.  If  he  stays  around  this  section  he  will 
surely  wind  up  with  a  rope  around  his  neck.  I  couldn't  stop 
that,  and  I  wouldn’t  if  I  could.” 

“He  says  he’s  goin’  to  lay  low  for  a  while.” 

“Well,  you  had  better  lay  low  for  a  while,  too.  The  next 
time  I  catch  you  in  any  villainy,  up  you  will  go!” 

"All  right,  Mr.  West.  We  are  goin’  to  start  for  town  right 
away,  so  you  needn't  expect  to  be  bothered  by  Bruce  Budd’a 
gang  any  more.” 

Cherry  turned  and  walked  swiftly  back. 
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Wild  watched  him  till  he  was  out  of  sight,  and  after  mark¬ 
ing  in  his  mind  the  spot  where  he  disappeared,  he  went  back 
to  the  log  shed. 

“Well,  how  did  you  make  out  with  ther  little  coyote?”  the 
scout  asked. 

Wild  told  them  just  what  had  been  said. 

“Do  you  believe  that?”  Jim  queried. 

“Not  a  word  of  it.” 

“What  do  you  propose  to  do,  then?” 

“In  half  an  hour  from  now  I  will  take  six  men  with  me  and 
go  and  attend  to  them.  Bruce  Budd  and  his  villains  will  be 
waiting  for  us,  I  am  sure.  Then  there  will  be  a  fight,  and 
the  matter  will  be  settled.” 

Then  he  turned  to  Jim  Dart,  and  added: 

“You  will  stay  here  with  the  girls  and  the  gold.  Charlie 
will  select  five  men  beside  himself,  and  be  ready  to  go  with  me 
when  I  come  back.  I  will  not  be  gone  longer  than  twenty 
minutes.” 

So,  without  any  further  instructions,  he  set  out. 

Wild  walked  rapidly,  and  in  five  minutes  he  was  close  to 
the  spot  where  he  thought  they  might  be. 

Then  he  began  climbing  up  the  side  of  the  gully. 

In  five  minutes  more  he  had  reached  a  place  where  he  could 
see  clear  to  the  mouth  of  the  gully. 

There  were  the  villains,  sure  enough,  crouching  behind  a 
clump  of  rocks,  taking  things  easy,  apparently. 

Young  Wild  West  did  not  wait  more  than  a  minute. 

Then  he  made  his  way  down  into  the  gully  and  hurried  back 
to  his  friends. 

Charlie  was  waiting  for  him  with  the  men  he  had  selected. 

“How  about  it?”  he  questioned. 

“It  is  all  right,”  was  the  reply.  “They  are  behind  a  clump 
of  rocks,  near  the  mouth  of  the  gully,  waiting  for  us.  Come 
on!” 

Five  minutes  later  the  seven  were  on  their  way. 

Shadow  was  one  of  the  men  who  had  been  selected  by  the 
scout,  and  he  was  delighted  at  being  allowed  to  accompany 
them. 

The  seven  hurried  along  till  they  reached  the  place  where 
our  hero  had  climbed  up  from  the  gully. 

Then  Wild  led  the  way,  admonishing  them  to  be  as  noiseless 
as  possible. 

In  a  few  minutes  they  were  where  they  could  all  see  the  vil¬ 
lains. 

The  gang  seemed  to  be  watching  up  the  gully. 

The  villains  were  talking  in  low  tones  as  they  watched  and 
waited. 

Wild  wanted  to  hear  what  they  were  saying  before  he  gave 
them  the  surprise  he  had  in  store  for  them. 

He  told  the  men  to  follow  him,  and  then  he  began  creeping 
down  toward  them. 

In  two  minutes  our  friends  were  within  twenty  yards  of 

them. 

Then  they  stopped  and  listened. 

“Oh!  they’ll  come  along  putty  soon,”  they  heard  the  ras¬ 
cally  little  Cherry  say.  “Young  Wild  West  believed  what  I 

said,  I  am  sure.” 

“It  might  be  that  he  didn’t,”  Bruce  Budd  answered.  “He’s 
a  putty  sharp  one,  I  reckon.” 

“But  he  ain’t  as  sharp  as  me,  though.  Remember!  I’m  to 
git  ther  golden-haired  gal  for  fixin’  up  this  scheme.” 

“Hello,  there!”  called  out  Wild,  suddenly.  “1  thought  you 
fellows  had  given  up  bothering  us  and  gone  to  Boufder?”  . 

If  a  bomb  had  exploded  in  their  midst  the  villains  could 
not  have  been  more  astounded. 

They  leaped  to  their  feet  in  wild  dismay. 

“Give  ’em  fits,  boys!”  cried  Bruce  Budd,  recovering  himself 
quickly.  “It’s  a  fight  to  ther  finish,  now.  Give  it  to  ’em,  an’ 
remember  that  we  are  fightin’  for  a  million  in  gold!” 

He  began  firing  before  the  words  were  fairly  out  of  his 
mouth,  and  then  a  bullet  from  Cheyenne  Charlie’s  rifle  dropped 
him. 

His  followers  did  not  run,  though,  but  fired  a  badly  aimed 
volley. 

That  was  all  there  was  to  it,  for  Wild  did  not  try  to  stop 
the  men,  but  let  them  make  short  work  of  the  scoundrels. 

In  just  three  minutes  it  was  all  over. 

All  of  them  were  dead  or  badly  wounded. 

Among  the  latter  was  Cherry. 

He  had  received  a  bullet  in  the  left  knee,  bul  instead  of  beg¬ 
ging  for  his  life  he  fought  like  a  rat  that  had  been  cornered, 
and  tried  to  plunge  his  knife  into  Cheyenne  Charlie  when  he 
stepped  up  to  him. 

The  scout  kicked  his  weapon  lrom  his  grasp,  and  then  turn 

lag  to  Shadow  and  the  other  men,  said,  grimly; 


“This  is  ther  little  coyote  with  ther  big  brain.  He  stole 
Young  Wild  West’s  sweetheart  an’  tried  to  make  love  to  her, 
an’  after  we  give  him  his  life  this  afternoon,  he  lied  to  us  an, 
tried  to  git  us  in  a  trap.  Shootin’  is  too  god  for  him,  boys! 

“I  know  what  is  wantin’!  spoke  up  Shadow,  and  then  he 
darted  toward  the  log  shed  as  fast  as  his  long  legs  could  carry 
him. 

“Come  on,  Jim,”  said  Wild,  quietly.  “We  are  not  wanted 

here.” 

They  started  for  the  cave,  and  when  half  way  there  met 
Shadow  running  back  with  a  lariat. 

“Don’t  harm  the  other  two  who  are  wounded,”  cautioned 
Young  Wild  West.  “We  will  take  them  to  the  camp  with 
us.  ” 

“All  right,  Mr.  West,”  was  the  answer,  and  then  the  thin 
man  sped  on. 

A  few  minutes  later  Wild  and  the  girls  came  riding  through 
the  gully  on  their  way  to  the  Nugget  Hotel. 

It  was  sunset,  and  our  hero  had  arranged  with  Jim  and 
the  other  men  to  stay  there  and  guard  the  cave  till  the  next 
morning. 

As  they  rode  out  of  the  mouth  of  the  gully  they  saw  some¬ 
thing  sv/inging  from  the  limb  of  a  neighboring  tree. 

Neither  Arietta,  Anna  or  Eloise  locked  at  it,  but  Wild  did. 

It  was  the  body  of  Cherry.  His  last  great  scheme  had  been 
a  fatal  one,  and  he  had  simply  met  a  just  reward. 

The  next  day  our  friends  went  to  work  at  their  lode  of  gold 
with  a  will. 

At  the  end  of  the  week  it  had  all  been  taken  out,  and  when 
Young  Wild  West  figured  it  out  he  found  that  after  giving  a 
third  of  what  was  there  to  the  twelve  selected  men,  he  lacked 
but  a  few  ounces  of  having  a  million  dollars’  worth. 

This  was  to  be  equally  divided  between  the  six. 

“You  must  try  and  get  enough  to  make  a  million  out  of  it,” 
said  Arietta.  “Let  me  go  in  and  make  a  search;  there  may 
be  some  more  in  the  cave.” 

She  had  her  way  about  it,  and  a  tew  minutes  later  she  came 
back  with  a  look  of  triumph. 

She  had  a  four-pound  nugget  in  her  hand,  which  she  had 
picked  from  the  pile  of  dirt  in  the  cave. 

“Take  it,  Wild!”  she  exclaimed  with  a  happy  smile. 

Her  young  lover  did  so. 

“Here’s  the  nugget  that  puts  the  finishing  touch  to  the 
million,”  said  Wild,  holding  out  the  lump  in  one  hand  and 
grasping  Arietta’s  hand  with  the  other.  “Hire’s  the  girl  who 
picked  it  up,  bo3-*s!” 

The  men  cheered  frantically  when  they  heard  this. 

They  had  been  talking  it  over  among  themselves  about 
making  up  what  was  lacking,  and  now  that  it  had  been  found 
by  the  pretty  sweetheart  of  the  Boss  Boy  of  Boulder,  they 
were  happy. 

Young  Wild  West’s  coming  to  Boulder  County,  Colorado, 
had  been  the  means  of  making  them  rich,  and  being  honest 
fellows,  they  knew  how  to  appreciate  it. 

He  had  also  rid  the  vicinity  of  the  villainous  gang  led  by 
Bruce  Budd,  the  man  who  had  been  such  a  terror  to  the  com¬ 
munity. 

Our  friends  did  not  continue  their  trip  any  further  just 
then. 

The  spot  seemed  to  be  an  ideal  one  for  Eloise,  and  she  began 
to  regain  her  health  as  if  by  magic. 

As  Bob,  the  proprietor  of  the  Cloven  Hoof  saloon  in  Boulder 
City,  had  been  one  of  the  gang  who  had  gone  under  in  the 
fight  in  the  gully,  his  property  was  immediately  put  up  for 
sale  at  auction  by  one  of  his  relatives. 

Wild  went  over  and  bought  it,  paying  a  rather  big  price. 

“There  won’t  be  any  whisky  sold  on  that  spot  again — not 
as  long  as  I  live,  anyhow,"  he  said  to  a  number  ol  friends  that 
he  had  made  in  the  town. 

Then  he  went  to  a  reputable  agent  and  instructed  him  to 
turn  the  place  into  a  fine  store,  and  rent  it  out  lor  what  be 
could  get  for  it. 

That  made  the  majority  of  the  inhabitants  thiuk  more  than 
ever  that  he  was  the  Boss  Boy  of  Boulder. 

But.  Young  Wild  West  could  not  linger  long  in  tlml  part  of 
Hie  country. 

There  were  stirring  times  ahead  for  him,  as  will  be  seen  in 
the  next  number  of  “Wild  West  Weekly.” 


Next  week's  issue  w  ill  contain  “Y01JNG  WILD  \\  EST  Ul  X 
HNG  THE  GAUNTLET;  OR,  THE  RAWNEE  CHIEFS  I  VST 
SHOT.” 
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According  to  rt  suburban  resident  of  Xew  York  City, 
re-1  glass  or  red-clipped  incandescent  lamps  do  not  attract 
mosquitoes  in  the  way  that  the  ordinary  white  light  does. 
By  installing  low  eandlepower  red  lamps  on  porches  where 
onl.\  general  illumination  is  necessary,  it  is  said  that  per¬ 
sons  may  enjoy  comparative  immunity  from  mosquitoes, 
just  as  if  no  lamps  were  used. 


Two  buck  elks  in  the  city  herd  in  Glen  Miller  Park, 
Richmond,  Inch,  fought  a  duel,  and  before  the  employees 
could  separate  them,  Teddy,  head  of  the  herd,  had  gored  to 
death  his  son,  a  two-year-old  buck.  Teddy  is  one  of  the 
finest  specimens  of  elk  in  the  country,  and  is  ten  years  old. 
It  is  the  first  time  in  the  history  of  the  herd  that  a  buck 
has  offered  to  harm  its  offspring. 

Since  the  new  law  of  April  of  this  year,  authorizing 
military  marriages  by  proxy,  came  into  force  in  France, 
over  TOO  such  marriages  have  been  performed.  The  law 
provided  that  two  mouths  must  elapse  between  the  applica¬ 
tion  for  authorization  and  the  performance  of  the  cere¬ 
mony.  One  result  of  this  delay  is  that  in  several  cases 
the  bridegroom  has  been  killed  on  flip  battlefield  by  the 
time  the  proxy  marriage  took  place. 

A  man  in  ragged  clothes,  with  several  weeks’  growth  of 
beard,  and  apparently  demented,  has  been  captured  near 
Ogden,  Kan.,  and  is  believed  to  lie  the  “'wild  man”  who 
has  been  sending  women  and  children,  into  hysterics.  He 
was  captured  by  using  a  lariat,  and  is  now  in  the  County 
Jail.  From  his  ravings  it  appears  that  he  is  Finley  Bot- 
son  and  has  some  relative  by  the  pa  me  of  Mrs.  Brown  in 
Argentine,  Kan.  He  has  a  tattoo  mark,  “F.  G.  B.,-’  on 
his  right  arm. 


Mrs.  Fred  Smith,  of  Piinxsutawngv,  Pa,,  formerly  Miss 
Man*  Hadden,  has  fallen  heir  to  a  fortune  estimated  at 
$■2,400,000.  it  was  bequeathed  her.  together  with  his 
home,  by  Harry  Hiatus,  of  Buffalo,  who  d'fafi  April  ’Hi, 
1014.  Riams  and  Mrs.  Smith,  then  Miss  Hadden,  were 
engaged  t<>  be  married.  The  wedding  was  set  for  May  40, 
101  1,  but  Riams  was  then  dying.  His  will,  which  has  just 
boon  made  public,  leaves  the  hulk  til  his  estate  to  his 
former  sweetheart,  hut  site  cannot  get  possession  until  she 
i-  t weiitv -t h roe,  three  years  from  now. 

The  urea!  mass  of  the  Indian  workers  in  the  Dotted 
State-  are  engaged  in  a  comparatively  small  number  of 
ore m  ations.  The  Ian  -t  Hfjcial  figures  show  tlpd  bo.  I 
per  rent,  of  the  total  n|iii)her  of  gainfully  employed  Hi- 
are  m  se'-'-n  occupation  groups — Agricultural  la¬ 
borer*.  per  cent.:  fanners  and  siock  raCers,  40. ’2  per 

emu.:  luu-hcrnum,  raftsmen  and  woodehopners,  l.[  per 
cent.:  ht  borers  in  rrianufae!  pring  npd  transportation.  6.3 
per  cuii,;  l»a - ■■  et mu k -  i *  and  weavers,  i.i  per  cent.:  Inun- 
d'.jr  •  aid  a  uno  re --e-,  1.0  per  cent.,  and  servants  and 
wetter*,  14.6  per  cent. 


Epicures  in  the  United  States  consume  more  Spanish 
olives  than  do  the  cultivated  palates  of  all  the  other  coun¬ 
tries  combined.  The  latest  figures  obtainable  show  that 
the  annual  report  of  this  delicacy  from  Spain  is  9,281 
metric  tons,  valued  at  $1,252,938.  Of  this,  5,183  metric 
tons,  valued  at  $699,641,  came  directly  to  New  York  and 
other  American  ports.  Argentina  was  second,  with  only 
1,240  metric  tons.  In  the  better  and  larger  variety  the 
United  States  leads  with  a  consumption  of  more  than 
three-fifths  of  the  product. 

Secretary  of  the  Xavv  Daniels  has  announced  that  he 
will  recommend  to  Congress  an  increase  of  nearly  300 
cadets  at  the  X  aval  Academy.  He  said  that  the  proposal 
would  follow  logically  on  his  recommendation  for  an 
increase  in  the  size  of  the  navy’s  eplistefi  personnel.  Owing 
to  the  fact,  the  Secretary  said,  that  not  more  than  seventy 
per  cent,  of  the  applicants  for  admission  to  the  academy 
who  receive  appointments  ever  qualify  at  the  entrance  ex¬ 
aminations,  the  academy  had  never  the  total  number  of 
students  which  its  facilities  warrant.  The  maximum  ca¬ 
pacity  of  the  academy  was  something  over  1,200,  but  at 
present  there  are  only  970  enrolled. 

The  electric  searchlight  is  now  considered  as  essential 
to  an  army  as  to  a  battleship,  says  the  American  Boy. 
All  the  armies  of  Europe  have  portable  searchlights,  the 
French  having  brought  them  to  an  especially  high  degree 
of  perfection.  The  field  searchlight  is  usually  carried  on 
one  motor  truck  and  the  generator  on  another,  a  quick 
connection  being  made  by  means  of  wires.  The  search¬ 
light  may  be  placed  in  a  most  exposed  snot,  and  both 
operator  and  generator  kepi  in  a  sheltered  position.  The 
light  may  he  automatically  controlled  from  a  distance, 
and  thus,  though  the  enemy  center  their  fire  on  the  light, 
the  opera  to}1  is  not  endangered.  'These  field  searchlights 
are  titled  with  MS-inch  reflectors,  and  throw  a  beam  of 
7.000  candle-power.  Those  searchlights  will  illuminate 
objects  at  distances  of  a  mile  and  over. 

After  a  most  successful  summer  the  cod  fish  trig  licet  is 
returning  to  Puget  Sound,  Wash.,  fully  laden  with  tine, 
large  fish.  The  schooner  Wawona,  the  first  to  reach  Aua- 
portes.  made  the  record  catch  for  the  season,  258.323  cod. 
Thcv  weighed  before  being  salted  approximately  550  tons. 
The  cruise  of  the  entire  fleet  of  about  eighty  schooners 
has  boon  so  -uieeessful  that  many  wen-  forced  to  leave  for 
home  two  weeks  earlier  than  usual  because  of  being’ well 
laden.  'The  (rip  to  the  cod  hanks  off  the  Aleutian  Islands 
began  l  he  halter  part  of  April  and  the  Wawona  was  fish¬ 
ing  on  Mi\  K  Of  the  record  catch,  First  Mate  Sam  Osi- 
man  was  the  high  lander,  having  dragged  in  1(5,129  cod¬ 
fish:  Second  Wile  Chris  Norwich  was  next,  with  12.992. 
{localise  of  tin1  war  the  prepared  cod  wili  bring  very  high 
prices,  !l  is  estimated  that  the  catch  for  19)5  will  hr  I  he 
largesl  ever  made  on  the  Ihieilic  coast.  Between  2,01)0  and 
3,U00  men  are  fishing  fur  cod  this  season. 
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THE  GOBBLERS  OF  TURKEY  NECK 


By  DICK  ELLISON 


(A  SERIAL  STORY) 


CHAPTER  XX  (continued) 

“And  these  fellows  in  the  masks  are  the  ones  you  called 
the  Gobblers?”  asked  Ran  warilv. 

‘‘Yes,”  replied  Burton.  “Do  you  know  anything  about 
them  ?” 

“Can’t  say  I  do/’  replied  Ban,  who  certainly  couldn’t 
without  very  greatly  interfering  with  his  present  plans. 

“Now,  then,”  continued  the  superintendent,  “how  this 
money  came  to  be  buried  here  in  the  woods  I  don’t  know, 
/md  what  has  become  of  the  bogus  bills  I  don’t  know, 
either,  but  this  much  I  do  know,  Bun  Morgan,  I’ve  got 
the  genuine  stuff  about  me  now,  and  if  you  will  do  what  I 
asked  you  to  do  and  help  me  to  escape  I’ll  give  you  $5,000 
as  soon  as  we  land  on  Long  Island — is  it  a  go?” 

“'Let  me  think,”  said  Ban,  “you  want  me  to  go  over  to 
Windhaven,  get  the  yacht  and  bring  it  here,  and  then  sail 
you  across  to  Long  Island,  is  that  all  ?” 

“It  is.  You  can  do  it,  can't  you?” 

“I  certainly  can.” 

“And  you  will?” 

«/ 

“I’m  thinking  where  the  business  will  land  me  if  I  am 
ever  found  out.” 

“Who  is  going  to  find  you  out?  No  one  need  ever 
know.” 

“I’m  not  so  certain  about  that,  and,  what’s  more,  I  don’t 
think  $5,000  is  enough.  It  ought  to  be  worth  $10,000  at 
the  very  least.” 

“Ah!  lia  !  You  are  there,  are  you?  Want  to  double 
the  stakes,  eh  ?”  sneered  Burton ;  “well,  I  suppose  I  shall 
have  to  yield.  Will  you  do  it  for  ten?” 

“Yes.  When  do  I  get  the  cash  ?” 

“Just  as  soon  as  I  put  foot  on  Long  Island,  as  I  told 
yon.” 

“That  won’t  do,  either.  Come  now,  Mr.  Burton,  by  your 
own  showing  you  are  a  pretty  tricky  sort  of  fellow,  and 
von  can’t  expect  me  to  consent  to  any  such  bargain  as 
that?” 

Burton  shifted  about  uneasily.  “Well,  what  do  you 
want,  then?”  he  demanded.  “Something  has  got  to  be 
done,  and  we  are  only  losing  time  by  all  this  talk.” 

“Half  down  is  my  figure,”  replied  Ban. 

“How  will  you  get  over  to  Windhaven?  Have  you  got 
a.  boat?" 

“No  ;  I  shall  have  to  walk.” 

“Strange  that  you  should  be  here  all  alone  just  at  (his 
time  of  night.  Ban.” 

Ran  got  up  apparently  very  much  insulted. 


“Oh,  well,  now,  come,  I’m  not  going  to  talk  any  more 
about  it  if  that’s  your  game,”  he  said.  “Anyhow,  I  must 
be  going.  If  you  don’t  want  to  come  to  my  terms  I  won’t 
have  anything  to  do  with  the  matter  at  all.” 

“Except  to  report  that  you  saw  me  here  with  the 
money?”  said  Burton  hissmgly.  “Look  out  for  yourself, 
young  fellow !  Perhaps  I  shall  conclude  to  shoot  you, 
after  all.” 

“Two  can  play  at  that  game.  I’m  going  now,  Mr.  Bur¬ 
ton.” 

“Hold  on,”  said  the  superintendent,  putting  his  hand  in 
his  pocket.  “Come  back  here,  Ban.” 

That  was  the  time  Ban  displayed  true  courage  when  he 
walked  up  to  Mr.  Burton,  for  he  actually  believed  that  the 
superintendent  had  a  revolver  at  the  time. 

It  was  not  so,  however. 

Burton  took  out  a  roll  of  the  thousand-dollar  bills,  and, 
counting  out  five,  handed  them  to  Ban,  saying: 

“There  you  are!  Now  be  off  with  you  and  get  back  just 
as  quickly  as  ever  you  can.  You  will  find  me  here  on  your 
return.” 

“Suppose  you  are  not  here?” 

“I  tell  you  I  will  be,  boy !  If  I  am  not  in  sight,  then  I 
will  be  in  the  woods,  and  you  can  whistle  twice,  which  will 
call  me  out.  Hurry,  now !  Hurry !  I  shall  be  on  pins 
and  needles  until  you  return.” 

Ban  was  off  like  a  shot  after  that. 

He  felt  certain  that  Mr.  Burton  meant  to  wait  for  him, 
and  his  determination  was  to  bring  every  member  of  the 
Gobblers’  society  back  with  him.  As  Ban  hurried  in  to¬ 
ward  the  old  house  where  it  was  his  intention  to  stop  and 
tell  Fred  and  Jack  just  what  he  had  done,  he  regarded 
Burton’s  capture  as  sure. 

He  was  not  long  in  coming  in  sight  of  the  cave,  and  five 
minutes  more  brought  him  to  the  house. 

It  was  all  dark  upstairs.  The  light  which  Ban  had 
expected  to  see  in  the  window  was  not  there. 

Bv  the  aid  of  matches  he  groped  his  way  up  into  the 
ro.om  where  the  bed  was,  but  only  to  find  it  deserted. 

The  pillows  were  mussed  up,  and  there  was  an  old 
blanket  lying  on  the  bed,  all  of  which  seemed  to  show 
that  Jack  had  been  lying  there. 

It  was  the  only  trace  of  him,  however. 

A  little  later  Ban  gave  it  up,  and  made  the  quickest  time 
he  could  (o  Windhaven. 

Here  he  lost  not  a  minute,  but  ran  from  house  to  house 
waking  up  the  Gobblers. 
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x  M  ith'.n  half  an  hour  there  was  quite  a  collection  of  the 
-  Vt  ierh  >ixl  down  by  the  water  side. 

Li  one  tiling  only  was  Ban  as  good  a>  his  word.  He  did 
•  as.i‘  t he  yacht  without  troubling  himself  to  ask  the  consent 
M  '  owner,  and  started  across  the  bay  alone. 

-Mono  in  the  yacht,  we  mean. 

Other  boats  went  ahead  of  him,  and  others  still  followed. 
E:.r.i  carried  two  or  more  of  the  Gobblers  of  Turkev  Xeck. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 


He  struck  a  match,  touched  it  to  the  pine  knot,  which  im¬ 
mediately  flared  up  as  though  oil  had  bee])  poured  on  it, 
and  began  waving  it  above  his  head,  yelling  wildly. 

Fred  was  frightened  enough  now,  and  made  a  motion  as 
though  he  would  seize  hold  of  him,  but  Jack  put  up  his 
hand  and  waved  him  back. 

‘‘Leave  him  to  me,’’  he  said.  “Em  the  only  one  who 
can  handle  him  in  these  tits.  •  i'll  scon  quiet  him  clown, 
and  find  out  all  he  knows.  You  go  downstairs  and  wait 
until  I  call  you  back.” 

Fred  could  only  obey. 

Reluctantly  he  descended  the  stairs  and  for  a  few  mo¬ 
ments  stood  there  listening. 


STRANGE  WORK  IX  THE  OLD  HOUSE. 

M  hat  had  become  of  Jack  and  Fred? 

It  was  a  pretty  serious  business  for  a  boy  as  sick  as 
Brother  X  to  be  moved  about  as  Jack  had  been. 

Trouble  was  upon  the  boys  as  soon  as  Mr.  Ashmore  en¬ 
tered  tbj  room. 

He  speedily  disengaged  himself  from  Jack's  embrace, 
and,  with  a  greater  display  of  strength  than  one  would 
have  supposed  him  capable  of  to  look  at  him,  lifted  the  boy 
back  on  the  bed. 

"“What's  the  matter  with  you?”  he  asked,  turning  to 
Fred.  “Didn't  you  hear  what  I  told  von?  That  monev 
is  at  the  bottom  of  the  bay.” 

-He  called  this  out  in  a  loud,  excited  tone,  which  stirred 
Jack  up  terribly,  for  he  at  once  saw  that  his  father  had 
one  of  his  insane  fits  on  him. 

-  Jack  had  seen  him  that  way  before,  and  he  knew  that 
when  he  was  so  he  was  positively  dangerous,  and  he  made 
a  gesture  for  Fred  to  keep  quiet  and  leave  him  to  deal 
wirh  Mr.  Ashmore. 

•“I  don't  understand  what  you  mean,  father,”  lie  said. 
-\  lmve  been  very  sick;  perhaps  you  didn't  know.” 

“That's  whore  you're  wrong!"  cried  Mr.  Ashmore  ex¬ 
citedly.  “I  know  all  about  it.  I  know  about  the  robbery. 
•I  know  that  my  enemy,  Jim  Tolland,  has  done  the  only 
sensible  thing  he  ever  did  in  his  life,  and  that's  to  kill 
nimself.  Oh,  I  know!  I  know!  I  saw  the  tramps  bring 
Burton's  cash  box  in  the  woods.  They  thought  the  money 
wasn't  good,  and  they  were  going  to  play  a  game  on  some 
one  with  it,  but  1  knew  better.  I  knew  that  it  was  good, 
f  *],;._>■  i;  up  and  buried  the  box  again.  There's  a  curse 
,n  every  dollar  of  that  money,  so  I1  did  tnc  best  thing  that 
ould  be  done  with  it.  I  threw  it  in  the  bay.  Ha!  Ha! 
[Ml  Yes,  ves.  ves!  I  wrapped  it  in  a  newspaper  and  1 
threw  it  in  the  hay,  just  as  L  told  that  young  man  at  the 
head  of  the  stairs.” 

Jack’s  heart  rank.  Poor  Fred  was  in  dire  despair. 
“Have  you  seen  my  father  before,  Fred?”  cried  Jack. 
!k“\Vhat  is  this  that  he  says?" 

I  -aw  him  a  few  minules  ago,"  replied  Fred.  “If 
-  dor'  hat  he  say-  lie  has  it's  all  up  with  Wind- 

j,avcji.  Oil,  Jack!  Gan  it  be  true?” 

“I/a-.e  him  alone  with  me  a  few  moments.  I’ll  find 
f(  5  "  v  hi- pored  Jack  *  * 

Meanwhile  Mr.  As!  more  wa-  pacing  the  floor,  rubbing 
i  ,  (d-  Dgrtk'i  and  muttering  to  himself. 

*  .  -■  i , red  to  the  door  and.  putting  his  hand 

ouUui?,  produced  a  clout  stick  with  a  pine  knot  tied  to  it. 


The  veils  of  the  insane  man  continued,  and  he  could 
«/ 

see  the  shadow  of  the  flaring  torch  upon  the  wall. 

This  continued  for  several  minutes,  until  all  at  once  the 
light  was  extinguished  and  all  was  still. 

Fred  waited,  expecting  to  be  called,  or  at  least  to  hear 
the  voices  of  Jack  and  his  father  talking  in  the  room 
above. 

Neither  happened.  Although  Fred  strained  his  cars  tc 
listen,  all  was  as  silent  as  the  grave. 

“It’s  blamed  strange,”  muttered  Brother  D.  “1  wonder 
what  in  the  world  can  have  happened  up  there?” 

He  stepped  outside  the  door  to  look  up  at  the  window, 
but  all  was  dark. 

“T  must  go  up,  anyhow.  I  can’t  stand  this,”  he  mut¬ 
tered,  and  he  was  just  about  to  enter  the  house  again  when 
a  heavy  hand  was  clapped  upon  Ms  shoulder. 

“I've  got  you  now,  you  young  rapscallion  !”  cried  the 
man  who  had  seized  him,  and  Fred  was  slung  around  to 
'find  himself  facing  Detective  Fry,  who  flourished  a  re¬ 
volver  dangerously  near  his  head. 

“Fred  Farley!  So  it's  you!”  he  exclaimed.  “I  wasn’t 
sure  which  of  the  gang  it  was.  What  are  you  doing  here?” 

“Let  go  of  me,”  cried  Fred,  jerking  himself  away. 
“How  dare  you  take  hold  of  me  kike  that,  Mr.  Fry?” 

“I'll  show  you  how  I  dare  to  put  a  bullet  into  your  head 
if  you  try  1o  give  me  the  slip!”  cried  Fry.  “I  won’t  touch 
you,  but  just  make  a  move  to  escape,  and  see  where  you 
land!  Now,  then,  Farley,  where's  Jack  Ashmore?  Hid¬ 
den  in  this  house?’’ 

“I  haven't  got  anything  to  say,"  growled  Fred.  “You'll 
get  nothing  out  of  me.” 

“The.  blazes  I  won't!  Well,  we’ll  see  about  that.  Of 
course,  he  is  in  this  house.  Lead  the  way  upstairs,  young- 
fellow,  and  remember  what  I’m  telling  you:  you  are  as 
good  as  dead  if  you  start  in  to  play  me  false." 

That  Fred  was  frightened  there  is  no  denying. 

If  there  had  been  any  possible  way  of  getting  out  of  it, 
lie  never  would  have  goue,  but  there  was  none,  and  go  lie 
had  to. 

It  was  all  dark  in  the  room.  Even  the  lantern  which 
Fred  had  left  lighted  seemed  to  have  been  extinguished. 

A  new  and  strange  fear  came  over  him  as  he  stepped 
into  the  room. 

“Field  on  lill  1  gel  my  dark-lantern  out!”  exclaimed 
Frv.  “I  propose  to  make  a  thorough  search  hero." 

There  wa-  no  answer  except  a  sharp  click. 

“Burn  you!  Don't  you  dare  to  draw  on  me!"  cried  the 
detect  i  ve. 


(To  tic  wont  limed ) 
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ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 


A 


BIGGEST  TURBINE  IN  WORLD. 

Tlie  largest  single-unit  turbine  in  existence  is  at  the 
Waterside  Station  of  the  New  York  Edison  Company.  It 
lias  a  capacity  of  40,000  horsepower,  is  57  feet  long,  20 
feet  across  and  14  feet  high.  Its  total  weight  is  975,000 
pounds.  It  is  known  as  a  30,000  K.  W.  ten-stage  high- 
pressure  Curtis  turbine.  It  operates  at  1,500  revolutions 
a  minute,  but  is  almost  soundless. 


POSTBALL,  THE  NEWEST  IN  GAMES. 

A  new  game,  known  as  postball,  is  finding  favor  among 
the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  men  of  Philadelphia.  It  closely  resem¬ 
bles  baseball,  but  instead  of  batting  the  ball  each  player 
on  a  team  throws  the  ball  at  a  post.  If  he  misses  it  three 
times  be  is  out,  but  if  he  hits  the  target  the  ball  is  fielded 
by  the  opposing  side  as  it  carroms  off  the  post,  and  the 
runner  tries  to  beat  the  throw  to  first  base. 


MAN  TAKES  HORSE’S  PLACE. 

William  Sanford  heard  there,  was  work  in  the  Shelbvville 
canning  factory.  He  hitched  his  horse  to  a  spring  wagon, 
took  his  wife  in  the  seat  beside  him,  whistled  to  his  dog 
and  started  out.  Twelve  miles  from  Columbus,  Inch,  the 
horse  fell  dead.  Sanford  pulled  the  carcass  to  one  side  of 
tbe  road,  got  into  the  shafts  himself  and,  with  his  wife  and 
dog  walking  along  for  encouragement,  he  pulled  the  wagon 
back  to  Columbus. 


GLASS  ElrE  FOR  BABY. 

When  Mrs.  E.  F.  Gaeckler,  wife  of  a  St.  Joseph,  Mo., 
merchant,  noticed  that  one  of  the  eyes  of  her  three-months- 
old  baby  was  irritated,  she  took  the  child  to  a  physician. 
He  found  nothing  vrong  with  the  eye. 

The  child  continued  to  cry  and  the  mother  took  it  to  an 
oculist,  who  removed  a  concave  glass  that  fitted  snugly 
over  the  eveball.  A  three-year-old  sister  had  taken  a  glass 
from  a  toy  cat’s  eye  and  placed  it  in  the  baby’s  eye  because 
she  thought  it  prettier. 


$7,000  IN  COUNTERFEIT  STAMPS. 

The  recent  appearance  of  $2  counterfeit  internal  revenue 
stamps  on  wine  barrels  in  tbe  Italian  district  on  tbe  lower 
West  Side.  New  York,  resulted  in  the  arrest  of  five  men 
and  the  confiscation  of  $7,000  worth  of  stamps  and  several 
dies,  after  a  police  raid  on  a  Sullivan  street  printing  es¬ 
tablishment. 

On  a  tip  that  a  large  distribution  of  stamps  would  be 
made,  detectives  and  secret  service  men  stationed  them¬ 
selves  near  the  printing  shop  door.  A  man  who  said  he 
was  Albert  Callesi  soon  emerged  with  a  bundle  under  his 
arm,  and,  looking  up  and  down  the  street,  rapidly  walked 
away.  One  detective  seized  him.  The  rest  ran  indoors, 
where  they  found  three  others. 

Callesi’s  bundle,  the  police  say,  contained  a  die  and 
$2,000  worth  of  stamps.  Five  thousand  dollars’  worth 
was  found  inside.  Another  prisoner,  Dorio  Nioletesi,  was 
arrested  at  his  saloon,  charged  with  aiding  the  others. 


EDIBLE  SNAILS  IN  THE  UNITED  ST  AT] 

Snail  culture  apparently  has  not  yet  made  a  beginning 
in  this  country,  tbe  few  snails  found  on  the  market  here 
being  brought  over  from  Euronc  alive  in  barrels  and 
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casks  and  sold  bv  fish  dealers  in  our  large  cities.  Writing 
in  the  last  Year  Book  of  the  Department  of  Agriculture, 
Mr.  E.  AY.  Rust  suggests  that  the  opportunities  for  snail- 
growing  are  really  much  better  in  the  United  States 
than  in  Europe.  While  in  the  Old  World,  the  snail- 
grower  generally  has  but  a  small  piece  of  land  on  which 
the  snails  must  be  confined  by  a  fence  of  special  design, 
and  where  they  must  be  regularly  fed,  in  this  country 
there  is  an  abundance  of  waste  land  where  these  creatures 
might  be  successfully  raised  without  attention,  and  as., 
they  do  not  wander  far.  they  would  not  need  to  be  con¬ 
fined.  Mr.  Rust  states  that  the  Mississippi  Valley  offers 
ideal  conditions  for  snail  culture.  There  is  no  reason 
why  snails  should  not  be  used  to  some  extent  as  a  sub¬ 
stitute  for  oysters,  which  they  resemble  in  flavor.  Their 
feeding  habits  do  not,  as  in  the  case  of  ovsters.  involve 
the  possible  danger  of  infection  with  typhoid  and  other 
diseases. 


THE  LARGEST  HERD. 

In  the  territory  of  Mackenzie,  Canada's  largest  wilder¬ 
ness  region,  which  is  larger  than  Alaska  and  twice  the  area 
of  the  State  of  Texas,  is  living  the  largest  single  herd  of 
animals  in  the  world  to-day,  writes  Francis  J.  Dickie  in 
Our  Dumb  .Animals.  They  are  the  Barren  Land  caribou, 
and,  according  to  experts,  number  some  thirty  million 
head — -a  number  that  makes  them  greater  than  were  ever 
the  buffalo  of  the  plains.  An  old  prospector  tells  the  fol¬ 
lowing  story  of  the  animals: 

“In  the  spring  of  1911  I  was  camped  at  Fort  Normal 
on  the  Mackenzie  River  (this  point  is  about  1,400  miles 
from  a  railway).  The  caribou  were  passing  at  the  time. 

I  was  camped  for  two  weeks,  and  all  that  time,  night  and" 
day,  they  passed  within  a  quarter  of  a  mile  of  my  tent.  I 
have  no  idea  how  many  there  were,  but  they  marched  in 
loose  order  perhaps  a  quarter  of  a  mile  deep  and  were  as 
far  back  as  the  eye  could  see. 

Buffalo  Jones,  Ernest  Thompson  Seton  and  various  other 
noted  experts  who  have  accurate  and  first-hand  knowledge 
of  the  country,  coupled  with  their  knowledge  of  animaK 
estimate  the  herd  to  be  in  the  neighborhood  of  30,000,000 
head. 


That  some  day  a  railway  will  penetrate  through  tin’s 
land  to  the  shores  of  the  Arctic  now  seems  likelv.  in  face 
of  the  rapid  spread  of  railroad  building.  When  this  time 
comes,  will  these  millions  of  caribou  fare  as  their  brother 
animals,  the  buffalo,  did  on  the  great  plains  to  the  south¬ 
ward?  It  appears  altogether  likely,  as  it  seems  wherever 
man  goes  the  animals  of  the  wild  myst  perish.  It  would 
be  rather  hard  on  the  patience  of  some  Northern  engim  *r 
to  have  to  halt  his  train  for  a  period  of  days  or  weeks  while 
waiting  the  passing  of  some  of  this  vast  herd  as  it  maje 
its  way  leisurely  across  the  tracks. 
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The  Wonderful 


Adventures  of  a  New  Monte  Cristo 


By  “PAWNEE  JACK” 


(A  SERIAL  STORY) 


CHAPTER  XYIII  (continued) 

‘‘It's  a  glass  of  cowld  wather,  masther.  I'm  like  a  horse, 
ve  can  take  me  to  the  wather,  but  ye  can't  make  me  drink.” 

Sinbad  and  Jacques  laughed  loudly  at  Con,  and  the  lat¬ 
ter  hurried  away  to  attend  to  his  duties  on  deck. 

‘"We  shall  be  off  the  island  to-morrow,  Jacques.” 

“So  soon?” 

“Yes.  AYe'll  land  at  once.” 
i  “And  may  we  have  good  luck.” 

“Let’s  hope  so.  Till  to-morrow,  Jacques,  good  night.” 
“Good  night,  masther.” 

Sinbad  slept  very  little.  His  sleep  was  disturbed  by 
dreams  in  which  Dick  Quince,  Saul  Dexter  and  Claire 
figured.  He  never  ceased  to  wonder  what  had  become  of 
the  girl,  and  he  was  very  anxious  as  to  her  safety. 
t  As  soon  as  day  broke  the  appearance  of  the  island  two 
JJniles  away  confirmed  Sinbad’s  assertion. 

Sinbad  was  on  deck  giving  his  orders  and  getting  every¬ 
thing  ready  for  the  landing. 

“You  must  run  the  Avenger  as  close  in  as  you  can  go, 
Con.”  he  said.  » 

“Faith,  it’s  mighty  deep  wather  hereabouts.” 

*  “So  much  the  better.  All  the  men  who  stay  on  the 
yacht  must  keep  a  close  watch  on  the  island,  so  as  to  be 
readv  to  fire  and  drive  the  natives  back,  if  they  come  too 


near.-’ 

“Who's  to  see  to  the  ship? 


Shure,  it's  Con  Cregan 
who’s  not  going  to  stay  behind  an’  lose  all  the  illigant 

fun.” 

“That’s  all  fixed.  Jacques  will  remain  in  command, 
and  keep  his  eye  on  the  prisoner  as  well.  Lower  the  boats. 
We  will  start  at  once.” 

In  less  than  ten  minutes  two  boats,  containing  eight 
men  in  one  and  ten  in  the  other,  were  on  their  way  to  the 

island 

They  ran  on  to  the  sand,  and  instantly  their  occupants 
sprang  out  and  pulled  them  up  high  and  dry. 

Then  the  search  parties  proceeded  on  their  way,  one 
urub-r  Con,  the  other  commanded  by  Sinbad  himself.  Each 
plrty  sent  forward  a  couple  of  scouts  as  a  precautionary 
measure. 

For  hours  they  plodded  on,  and  noon  came  and  not  a 
lining  soul  had  been  seen. 

Sinbad  was  uneasy. 

„  I  means  an  ambush,”  he  muttered. 

}f r-  recalled  the  scouts,  and  cautioned  them  afresh  to 

\iuoft  forward  warily. 


“We  have  traversed  two-thirds  of  the  island,”  said  Sin¬ 
bad,  “and  have  seen  none  of  the  savages.  My  lads,  they 
are  in  hiding.  Be  careful.” 

Soon  after  a  halt  was  made.  Here  were  traces  of  the 
savages.  Large,  black  patches  on  the  ground  marked  the 
spots  where  great  fires  had  been  lighted,  and  many  bones 
were  found. 

“Horrible!”  gasped  Sinbad,  as  a  sickening  feeling  came 
over  him. 

His  knowledge ‘of  anatomy  was  sufficient  to  tell  him  that 
the  bones  were  those  of  human  beings,  and  it  was  evident 
that  the  cannibals  had  held  a  feast  recently. 

On  the  shore,  near  where  the  feast  had  taken  place,  were 
several  old  canoes  in  a  dilapidated  state,  and  close  at  hand 
was  a  quantity  of  wreckage  which  had  the  appearance  of 
not  having  lain  there  long. 

Whilst  Sinbad  and  his  party  were  pursuing  their  in¬ 
vestigations  they  were  startled  to  hear  a  wild  cry  proceed¬ 
ing  from  the  wooded  portion  of  the  island. 

“The  cannibals !”  shouted  one  man,  turning  pale  at  the 
thought. 

“Get  behind  these  canoes,  men,”  shouted  Sinbad.  “Here 
we  can  make  a  stand  for  our  lives.  Besides,  we  can  be 
seen  from  the  yacht,  which  is  a  very  good  thing  for  us.” 

More  shouting  reached  their  ears,  and  at  length  the 
cries  were  quite  sustained,  and  even  seemed  to  constitute 
a  tune. 


Then  a  few  minutes  later  a  number  of  men  emerged 
from  the  woods. 

“Why,  it’s  Con.” 

“He’s  singing  ‘Marching  Through  Georgia.’  ” 

“Ha — ha!  What’s  the  meaning  of  it?  Hello!  they’re 
bringing  something  along  with  them.  Why,  it’s  a  man  !” 
“Faith,  an’  it's  Santa  Claus  I’m  jist  afther  finding.  Ah  ! 


it’s  the  beautiful  whiskers  lie's  wearing 


Sinbad  and  his  men  refrained  from  laughing  at  the  poor 
creature  who  was  with  Con  Cregan’s  party,  though  he  pre¬ 
sented  a  strange  and  even  ludicrous  sight. 


His  beard  was  down  to  his  waist,  and  bis  hair  hung 
down  his  hack.  Both  beard  and  hair  were  quite  white,  and 
in  contrast  the  swarthy  face  seemed  even  darker  than  it 
actual]  v  was.  He  was  clothed  to  the  waist  in  garments 
made  of  skins,  and  wore  a  hat  made  of  leaves  with  a  very 
wide  brim. 

“But  he’s  not  a  savage !”  cried  Sinbad  in  amazement, 
after  a  close  scrutiny.  “How  came  yon  on  this  island,  my 
friend?  Speak!  You  have  nothing  to  fear  from  us.” 
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“All  gone — all  gone!”  muttered  the  old  man. 

“Gone!  Who?” 

“All  gone !” 

“Shure,  it’s  the  only  words  he  knows,  masther.  It’s 
himself’s  been  telling  me  that  all  the  time.” 

“His  brain’s  weak,  poor  creature,”  said  Sinbad,  'sympa¬ 
thetically.  “I  daresay  he’s  gone  through  terrible  hardships. 
Still,  there’s  sense  in  what  he  says.  ‘All  gone,’  are  his 
words.  Con,  he  means  that  the  savages  have  deserted  the 
island.” 

“Troth,  an’  it’s  likely!” 

“It’s  sure.  Carry  him  along.  We’ll  get  on  board  and 
make  for  Eldorado.'’ 

Jacques  was  greatly  interested  in  the  old  man,  and  de¬ 
voted  much  attention  to  him,  trying  his  best  to  make  him 
talk  His  efforts  were  all  failures,  though  under  treatment 
the  poor  creature’s  bodily  health  improved,  and  each  day 
he  grew  stronger. 

“Will  his  memory  ever  return,  Jacques?” 

“Mon  ami,  it  is  hard  to  say.  If  I  knew  what  had  caused 
him  to  lose  it,  Sinbad,  I  might  be  able  to  restore  it.” 

“Well,  take  good  care  of  him.  At  least,  he  shall  have 
every  comfort.” 

Already  Eldorado  was  in  sight.  The  Avenger  was  steam¬ 
ing  along  under  the  high  cliffs  towards  the  landing-place, 
the  men  keeping  their  eyes  on  the  shore,  watching  for  the 
people. 

Suddenly,  turning  the  point,  the  harbor  came  into  view. 
Every  one  on  the  Avenger  gave  a  cry  of  surprise,  for  there, 
at  anchor,  lay  a  large  ship. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

A  STARTLING  DISCOVERY — COX  CREGAN  AND  THE  OLD 

CASTAWAY. 

“It’s  a  man-of-war !”  cried  Con. 

“Parbleu !  for  what  is  it  here,  then?” 

“Faith,  Jack,  it's  on  account  of  the  spalpeen  we  have  on 
board.  Shure,  it’s  the  Britishers  have  chased  us  all  the 
way  from  Plymouth.” 

“Where  are  your  eyes,  Con?”  he  said.  “That  ship  is  a 
merchant  vessel,  and  sailing  ship,  too,  and  it’s  in  pretty 
bad  shape.” 

Of  course  Con  saw  in  a  minute  the  mistake  he  had 
made,  for  it  needed  only  one  good  look  to  realize  that  the 
mysterious  vessel  that  had  made  its  appearance  at  El¬ 
dorado  was  a  bark.  As  Sinbad  had  said,  it  was  in  bad 
shape.  The  foremast  was  gone  and  the  other  masts  were 
only  stumps,  from  which  rigged  canvas  answering  for 
sails  fluttered  in  the  breeze. 

“Strange,”  said  Sinbad,  “it’s  the  first  disabled  ship  that 
has  ever  made  this  island,  for  Eldorado  lies  right  out  of 
the  sailing  track.” 

“What  shall  we  do?” 

“Why,  give  them  hospitality.  Poor  wretches!  for  all 
we  may  know  Ihey  may  be  starving.  Go  right  ahead,  Con, 
and  run  into  harbor.” 

Con  ( '  egan  was  about  to  give  the  necessary  orders,  when 
a  shout  from  Jacques  caused  him  to  pause. 

I 


“Look!  Look!”  he  cried. 

“Eh!  What  is  there  to  look  at?” 

“The  ship,  '  Sinbad !”  exclaimed  the  Frenchman,  ex¬ 
citedly. 

“That’s  not  a  very  interesting  sight.” 

“You  don’t  understand.  See  him!  There  he  is!” 

Sinbad  really  thought  Jacques  was  going  crazy,  for  the 
Frenchman’s  talk  was  a  complete  puzzle. 

“Ah,  won’t  you  understand?”  shouted  Jacques.  “See,  in 
the  deck  of  that  ship,  standing  by  the  mainmast,  is  the 
mandarin.” 

“Hung  Lu !” 

“Yes,  himself !” 

“Great  Scott !  What  does  this  mean  ?  Lay  to,  Con !” 
cried  Sinbad,  excitedly.  “We  must  be  cautious,  for  things 
look  ugly,  and  no  mistake.” 

Even  without  a  glass  Hung  Lu  could  be  seen  clearly  as 
he  stood  by  the  mainmast  of  the  bark,  giving  orders  to  the 
crew.  With  a  glass  Sinbad  made  a  discovery  that  con¬ 
firmed  his  previous  suspicions. 

“We  were  right,  Jacques,”  he  said. 

“How  ?’’ 

“That  villain  is  no  Chinaman.  There’s  no  attempt  at 
disguise  now.  The  yellow  dye  is  off  his  face,  his  pigtail's 
gone.  He's  a  white  man  bevond  a  doubt.  Ha !  I  rec-og- 
nize  the  wretch  nowr.  It  is  Saul  Dexter.” 

“Then  he  means  mischief?” 

“Yes,  Jacques,  and  allied  with  Dick  Quince  he  may  give 
us  a  lot  of  trouble.” 

“lie  can’t  prevent  us  from  landing.” 

“He  may  try.” 

“Xo,  that’s  not  his  game.  See !  he's  sailing  right  away 
from  the  jetty.” 

“That  clears  the  way  for  us.” 

Con  Cregan  rushed  up. 

“Bcgorra !  an'  ye're  not  going  to  let  the  spalpeen  es¬ 
cape  ?” 

“It  can't  be  helped.” 

“Och  !  murder!  but  it's  meself  'll  send  an  iron  pill  to 
sink  him.” 

"Yes!  yes!"  cried  Jacques.  “Con's  showed  us  the  way. 
Sink  the  ship.” 

“Too  late!'’  muttered  Sinbad. 

“Too  late  !  Why  ?” 

“He  s  nearly  reached  the  island  where  t lie  natives  ai*e, 
and  it’s  almost  certain  that  some  of  the  shots  would  miss 
the  ship  and  kill  the  poor  wretches.” 

“They  deserve  no  better  fate.'’  v 

“Maybe  so,  but  not  one  life  shall  be  taken  by  me  unless  j 
in  self-defense.  Besides,  where’s  the  need?  We  can  land,] 
and  once  on  shore  its  easy  for  us  to  hold  our  own.” 

So  in  a  few  minutes  the  Avenger  was  safelv  moored  to 
the  pier,  and  Sinbad  and  his  friends,  including  the  prison¬ 
er,  Stephen  Miggs,  and  the  old  castaway,  started  for  the 
palace.  **  | 

\\  hat  was  Sinbad  s  surprise  to  see  Claire  at  the  en¬ 
trance. 


He  ran  forward  joyfully. 
“Returned!”  he  cried. 

“Yes,  yes!  Forgive  me!  Forgive 
girl,  hiding  her  face  in  her  hands. 

(To  be  continued) 


me!"  exclaimed 
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*  TooM-pullmg  is  a  very  simple  and  painless  process  in 
l  Inna.  I  he  dentist  rubs  a  secret  powder  on  the  gum  over 
the  affected  tooth,  and,  after  about  live  minutes,  the  pa¬ 
tient  is  told  to  sneeze.  The  tooth  then  falls  out.  Many 
attempts  have  been  made  by  foreign  dentists  to  ascertain 
the  nature  of  this  powder,  but  no  one  has  ever  succeeded 
iti  doing  so. 


County  Prison  Superintendent  Hally,  of  Seatle,  Wash., 
V.s  put  an  official  ban  on  the  kissing  of  women  prisoners 
by  visitors.  Some  months  ago  he  gave  notice  that  no  more 
kis.-ing  would  be  allowed  in  the  visitors’  lobby  of  the  men’s 
section,  following  the  discover}*"  that  “dope”  in  various 
forms  was  being  transferred  to  prisoners  by  the  lip-to-lip 
route.  A  similar  discovery,  he  says,  was  made  in  the 
women's  ward. 


A  300-pound  brown  bear  was  killed  by  Albert  Buck  and 
Henrv  Bever  while  hunting  their  stock  in  the  vicinity  of 
IJoores  Flat,  Xev.  The  footprints  of  the  bear  had  been 
seen  for  weeks.  The  dogs  got  the  scent  and  soon  had  the 
animal  treed.  Buck  took  one  shot  and  brought  the  bear 
to  earth.  There  have  been  several  bears  seen  in  the  north- 

•i} 

era  part  of  Nevada  County,  and  they  have  been  a  menace 
to  the  stockmen. 


The  400,000  Chinese  in  Tndo-China  constitute  an  im¬ 
portant  element.  Nearly  all  are  in  business,  and  they 
control  the  trade  in  rice  and  fish  products — the  two  lead¬ 
ing  industries  of  Indo-China — as  well  as  the  cinnamon 
trade  of  Annam  and  many  other  important  branches  of 
fedustry.  The  chief  renter  of  Chinese  population  in  Indo- 
Ihina  is  Choi  on,  the  rice-milling  suburb  of  Saigon  and  the 
Cm  st  populous  city  of  Tndo-China. 


The  earth  slides  in  the  Panama  Canal  near  |!old  Hill 
will  tie  up  the  waterway  for  at  least  nine  days,  accord¬ 
ing  to  a  dispatch  received  by  the  War  Department  from 
tin.  Acting  Governor  of  the  Canal  Zone.  The  slides  have 
caused  the  most  serious  shoaling  of  the  channel  since  last 
fVchor.  Movement  has  now  stopped.  Shoals  are  800  feet 
long  and  at  the  worst  point  there  is  only  seven  feet  of  wa¬ 
re  r.  with  an  island  five  feet  above  water,  100  feet  long  and 
M’tv  leel  wide,  in  the  middle  of  the  channel,  the. dispatch 
wv>. 


Chief  Many  Tail  Feathers,  ninety-two  years  of  age,  and 
prominent  in  the  Indian  colony  of  the  Great  .Northern 
ra’C.Mv'-  exhibit  at  lin*  exposition,  possesses  a  single  tooth 
—  gnarh-d  and  battered  by  many  years'  service.  “  I’he 
ifciitc  brother  may  have  his  teeth  replaced — why  not  the 
J/jdian,  to  whom  the  Great  Father  in  Washington  prom- 
Ne-  h  thing-  that  are  good ?’'  pondered  the  aged  chief. 
**  --  Ta  1  Feat!  *rs  conferred  with  Chief  Bull  Calf,  and 
jiow  that  Many  fail  Feathers  has  been  measured  up  for 
•  < '  of  pmtrih  his  tribe  haF-rochri  stoned  him  “Grows 

Teeth.’ 


Comiskey  was,  perhaps,  the  greatest  baseball  field  leader 
of  his  time.  He  had  the  knack  of  “getting  the  last  ounce” 
from  his  men,  and  they. respected  him  and  fought  for  him 
as  they  would  have  fought  for  no  other  man  under  the  sun. 
He  was  Anson’s  equal  as  a  player,  Selee’s  as  a  builder  of 
teams,  Mutrie’s  as  a  business  man.  In  no  single  line  was 
any  pilot  of  the  past,  from  Hicks  Hayhurst  to  Frank 
Chance,  his  superior.  Comiskey  built  up  the  St.  Louis 
Browns  into  the  champions  of  the  American  Association 
during  1885,  1886,  1887  and  1888,  winning  the  world’s 
championship  from  Anson’s  White  Stockings  in  the  second 
year.  Individually,  the  Browns  were  not  the  brilliant 
stars  that  Anson’s  men  were,  but  Comiskey 's  wonderful 
leadership  and  spirit  brought  victory  when  defeat  was 
looming  with  ominous  darkness  above  them. 


A  rifle-shooting  contest  held  by  the  employees  of  the 
Department  of  the  Interior,  open  to  teams  of  three  men 
each,  was  held  at  the  Congress  Heights,  D.  C.,  rifle  range 
of  the  National  Guard  on  Sept.  11.  It  was  won  by  the 
team  from  the  Secretary's  office  by  a  score  of  347  points 
out  of  a  possible  450.  The  ranges  over  which  ihe  firing 
was  done  were  300,  500  and  600  yards;  ten  shots  for 
record  at  each  range  position  prone.  The  Krag  rifle, 
caliber  .30,  Model  1898,  and  service  ammunition  were 
used  exclusively  in  this  match.  The  conduct  of  the  match 
was  under  the  direction  of  Lieut.  G.  K.  Shuler  and  five 
enlisted  men  of  the  U.  S.  Marine  Corps.  Under  the  able 
direction  of  Lieutenant  Shuler  the  match  was  conducted 
in  a  manner  wholly  pleasing  and  satisfactory  to  the  con¬ 
testants  and  at  the  conclusion  thereof  Lieutenant  Shuler, 
on  behalf  of  the  Marine  Corps,  extended  to  the  club  and 
to  its  individual  members  an  invitation  to  make  use  of 
the  Winthrop  rifle  range  at  any  time  that  they  migac 
find  convenient. 


It  is  one  of  the  regulations  of  the  British  army  that 
every  soldier  when  walking  out  must  carry  in  his  hand 
a  stick,  in  order  to  preserve  a  soldierly  appearance  and 
prevent  anything  like  slouching  in  his  gait.  This  rule 
applies  to  all  ranks,  and  should  any  one  seek  to  evade  it 
he  would  find  his  progress  barred  by  the  sentry  at  the 
barracks  gate  or  entrance,  to  camp.  Privates  generally 
carry  light  canes  or  “swagger  sticks,"  non-com  missioned 
officers  fairlv  stout  sticks,  and  officers  invariably  go  in  for 
the  more  expensive  kind.  It  is  a  question  that  has  often 
been  asked — Who  first  suggested  the  idea?  But  nobody 
seems  to  know.  From  the  earliest  times  drill  sergeants 
and  drum-majors  have  carried  sticks,  and  the  fashion  may 
have  come  from  that  fact.  Soldiers,  as  a  rule,  buy  their 
own  sticks,  but  in  one  or  two  regiments  a  recruit  is  pre¬ 
sented  with  one  when  he  gets  his  uniform.  If  this  gets 
lost,  however,  he  has  to  buy  the  next  and  subsequent  ones. 
There  is  a  story  tolej  of  a  soldier  one  day  who  couldn't  find 
his  cane,  and  knowing  lie  would  be  challenged  if  he  didn’t 
have  something  in  his  hand  quietly  picked  up  a  poker, 
and  passed  through  the  gate  all  right  with  it  iu  his  list. 
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GOOD  CURRENT  NEWS  A  It' 

Ten  Minnie  Reaubcaus  already  have  made  claim  to  the 
$20,000  in  gold  coin  and  nuggets  dug  up  at  the  home  of 
Charles  Reaubeau,  a  recluse,  of  Marshall,  Mo.,  whose  will 
left  the  treasure  to  Minnie  Reaubeau,  a  niece.  It  was 
believed  Reaubeau  had  considerable  money,  but  no  trace 
of  it  could  be  found  until  the  recent  flood  washed  away 
the  old  house  and  exposed  a  corner  of  an  iron  box  buried 
under  it. 


Dr.  Vilhjalmur  Stefansson,  who  was  given  up  as  having 
perished  in  the  Arctic  regions,  has  been  found,  and  is 
uow  safe  and  well  in  Banks  Land.  The  news  was  brought 
to  Nome,  Alaska,  Sept.  16,  by  Capt.  S.  F.  Cottle,  of  the 
power  schooner  Ruby.  He  carried  Stefansson  dispatches 
for  the  Canadian  Government.  He  saw  the  explorer  and 
his  two  companions,  Storker  Storkersen  and  Ole  Anderson, 
on  Ilerscliel  Island.  They'  were  preparing  then  to  start 
on  another  expedition  to  the  newly  discovered  land.  The 
Stelansson  report  to  the  Canadian  Government  was  tele¬ 
graphed  to  Ottawa.  It  was  brief  and  merely  said  that  he 
was  safe  and  that  he  was  starting  out  again.  There  was  no 
'Ford  of  hardships  endured.  The  dispatch  showed  some 
scientific  results  of  his  work  and  the  hardy  determination 
of  the  explorer  to  go  ahead.  ; 

— - - 

GRINS  AND  CHUCKLES 

He  Safety — I  once  held  thirteen  trumps  in  whist  and 
only  took  one  trick.  Softleigli — Nonsense  !  De  Safety — 
No,  fact ;  my  partner  led  an  ace,  I  trumped  it,  and  they 
threw  me  out  of  the  window. 


“You  naughty  boys!"  exclaimed  the  mother  of  one  of 
a  group  of  noisy  juveniles.  “What  are  you  doing?” 
“Playing.”  “But  I  heard  you  calling  names.”  “Yes’m; 
we're  playing  we’re  the  Senate.” 


When  burglar  alarms  were  turned  in  from  the  home  of 
Floyd  W.  Miller,  the  jewelry  store  of  Mrs.  Roxana  Iviiper- 
schmidt  and  the  cafe  of  Isadore  L.  Harry,  of  Lawrence- 
hurg,  Ind.,  the  night  policeman  made  a  hurried  run  for 
the  buildings.  After  a  search  it  was  found  that  Mohawk, 
a  large  monkey  belonging  to  a  show,  had  escaped  from  its 
cage  and  caused  the  alarms.  The  monkey  was  discovered 
in  the  cafe  cellar,  where  it  had  broken  several  bottles  of 
beer,  and  was  so  drunk  it  had  to  be  attended  by  a  doctor. 


1  ope r iy  Say,  will  you  kindly  pour  that  glass  of  whisky 
down  my  throat?.  Bartender— Getting  lazy?  Toperly— 
No  ;  but  I  promised  my  wife  this  morning  that  I  wouldn’t 
lift  a  glass  of  whisky  to  my  lips  to-day. 


Coroner — YTou  say  you  told  the  servant  to  get  out  of  the 
house  the  minute  you  discovered  the  tire,  and  she  refused 
to  go r  Mrs.  Burntout — Yes,  sir;  she  said  she  must  have*1 

a  month  s  notice  before  she'd,  think  of  leavino-. 

©  * 


The  Germans  have  lost  twenty  submarines  since  the  be¬ 
ginning  of  the  war,  according  to  an  editorial  note  in  the 
Motor  Ship  and  Motor  Boat,  while  the  British  losses  have 
been  seven,  including  the  E-7,  the  destruction  of  which 
was  announced  recently.  \\  hen  the  war  commenced,  the 
paper  declares,  Germany  had  eleven  sea-going  submarines 
and  sixteen  of  a  smaller  type;  up  to  June  1  ten  new  boats 
had  been  added.  The  assertion  is  made  that  the  Germans 
now  have  only  fourteen  sea-going  underwater  boats,  two  of 
which  are  in  the  Mediterranean. 


When  the  Kaufman  hat  store  at  387  Fulton  street, 
Brooklyn,  N.  5  ..  was  opened  the  other  morning  it  was 
found  that  burglars  had  broken  into  the  place  during  the 
night  and  stolen  $1,600  from  the  safe.  The  store  is  op¬ 
posite  the  Borough  Hall  and  on  one  of  the  busiest  blocks 
in  Brooklyn.  Using  false  keys  and  a  jimmy,  the  burglars 
effected  an  entrance  to  the  store  on  the  Adams  street  side 
of  the  building.  The  thieves  moved  the  safe  from  a  place 
near  the  front  window  to  the  rear  of  the  shop,  where  they 
forced  the  door  from  its  fastenings  with  a  “can  opener” 
contrivance.  The  burglars  left  behind  five  kid  gloves, 
which,  it  is  supposed,  they  wore  while  at  work  so  that  they 
might  not  leave  any  telltale  fingerprints. 


Tramp — It  is  needless  to  ask  you  the  question,  madam  y 
3  on  know  what  1  want.  Lad y — Yes,  I  know  what  you 
want  oadhy;  but  I  ve  only  one  bar  of  soap  in  the  house, 
and  the  servant  is  using  it.  Come  again  some  other 
time. 


Sam  I  doan  play  pokah  at  Lige  Johnson  s  house  no 
moali.  He  doan  play  no  square  game.  Bill — Yo’  done 
roirh  him  cheat  in  ?  Sam — Not  azactlv;  but  what  right 
hah  lie  got  to  nail  er  boss-shoe  on  de  doah  de  night  befo’ 
de  game?  "  ^ 


“As  people  advance  in  life,”  said  Mr.  Hilawd  to  his 
wife,  “they  come  to  disbelieve  the  old  sayings  that  have 
passed  into  proverbs.”  “Is  that  so?"  queried  the  lady. 
“It  is.  For  example,  you  never  hear  an  old  person  quot¬ 
ing  ‘The  good  die  young.’” 


. — ^  ***  “  ^^1-11.11^111  uju!  l  recently  sta 

that  he  was  unable  to  testify  as  to  a  certain  occurrence 
cause  he  had  a  “domestic  trouble"  about  that  time.  “W1 
v <is  that  domestic  trouble?  asked  the  examining  attorn 
‘Well,  to  tell  the  truth,  boss,"  said  the  wit  ness,"  J  w  ,l8 
the  penitentiary  for  stealing  a  cow.” 
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W  A  MADMAN x  FKF.AK. 


By  Kit  Clyde 

J>o!iU‘  years  ago,  while  going  clown  Broadways  my  at¬ 
tention  was  atirm-ted  by  a  crowd  as  J  drew  near'  which,  1 
observed,  were  wanhing  a  man  engaged  in  renai  rin°-  a 

Module  ' 

He  was  high  up  in  the  air,  so  high  as  to  appear  of  the 
s  e  of  a  -«mall  child. 

“1  tell  von,  remarked  a  person  within  my  hearing,  “it 
tJikcs  a  man  with  a  steady  head  for  such  work.” 

“Ami  strong  nerves.'’  1  mentally  added. 

*  Although  1  had  business  on  hand,  l  could  not  resist  the 
fa.'cination  of  watching  him  for  a  few  minutes. 

Presently  I  saw  him  turn  and  look  down  on  the  crowd, 
at  whom  he  waved  his  hand. 

Then  I  saw  his  body  begin  to  waver,  and  my  blood  be¬ 
gan  to  freeze. 

He  stood  upright,  way  up  there,  and  folded  his  arms. 
The  crowd  cheered  his  pluck,  but  as  for  me— my  heart 

stood  still ! 

I  did  not  fear  his  accidentally  falling, 
v*  Ah !  no;  it  was  something  far  different  which  I  feared,  I 
and  which  only  I  in  all  that  crowd  was  capable,  perhaps, 

of  understanding. 

With  me  was  a  voting  man  friend.  To  him  1  slowly 

said ; 

“Come,  let  us  get  away  from  here,  unless  you  wish  to 
witness  a  horrible  scene." 

“Why,  what  is  the  matter?”  lie  demanded  in  surprise. 

I  pointed  up  at  the  workman. 

“I  don't  understand  yet,”  he  said. 

“He  has  lost  his  head,  and  unless  he  lias  a  powerful 
will  you  will  soon  see  him  a  mangled  corpse  on. the  pave¬ 
ment  here." 

“You  can't  mean  it !  Why,  he  looks  as  calm  as  a  baby 

fri  its  cradle.” 

So  he  did. 

But  I  could  understand  some  things  which  he  could  not. 
Various  movements  the  unknown  made  were  pregnant 
with  meaning  to  me.  , 

Just  as  well  as  if  l  had  stood  in  his  place  did  1  know 
what  was  passing  in  the  poor  fellow's  brain. 

*  Perfectly  did  1  understand  the  struggle  taking  place  in 
the  man's  mind. 

“Come !” 

*  Mv  companion  turned.  If  I  wished  it,  lie  would  aecom- 

le;  but  lie  had  no  such  fears  as  oppressed  me. 

Wc  turned  to  go. 

A  low.  hoarse  murmur  caused  us  to  look  hack. 

Not  a  man  in  that  «-rowd  whose  face  was  not  blanched 
>rror,  and  many  were  closing  their  eyes  or  covering  i 

ti.  .  with  their  lands. 

I  .  i;cw  what  had  caused  it. 

Tie  r  •  -  ood  tiie  imkr.o  .n,  just  swinging  his  arms  etc 

taking  the  fatal  jump. 
s  ‘*'S,;op!  Halt!”  I  shrieked. 

The  sound  of  my  voice  reached  him;  I  could  sec  him 
half  paii.-o— but  it  had  come  too  late;  already  be  had  over- 

{jhi;  "cd  kirn  -if. 

The  u  -a  w  -i  on  him  again  like  a  hungry  wolf. 


I  saw  him  gather  his  muscles  quickly  and  thou  shoot 
himself  out  into  l he  air. 

Thud! 

For  several  minutes  none  had  the  courage  to  approach 
l he  spot. 

Bruised  mangled — but  not  yet  dead,  though  dying. 

He  opened  his  eyes  when  they  touched  him. 

“Why  did  you  jump?”  they  asked. 

“1  don’t  know — I  tried  not  to — I  couldn’t  help  it.” 

A  spasm  of  pain  convulsed  his  face,  lie  sighed  heavily, 
and  was  dead. 

“Dome,  Harry,”  1  said,  in  a  hoarse  tone.  “Let  us  get 
away  from  here  as  soon  as  possible.” 

Harrv  Burns  assented. 

“I  wish  I  had  taken  your  advice  in  the  first  instance,” 
he  said,  with  a  shudder.  “That  sight  has  unnerved  me.” 

“It  was  enough  to  unnerve  anybody,”  I  said.  “Let  us 
strive  to  forget  it.” 

But  this  was  not  easily  done,  and  that  sight  was  im¬ 
pressed  firmly  in  both  our  minds  for  a  long  time  after¬ 
ward. 

He  H*  ❖  ♦ 

“Well,  doc,  1  have  obtained  an  invitation  for  both  of 
us,”  said  Harry  Burns  one  day,  nearly  six  months  later. 

1  had  long  had  a  curiosity  concerning  the  sensation  of 
going  up  in  a  balloon. 

A  cousin  of  Harry’s  had  just  built  one,  and  the  trial  was 
shortly  to  take  place. 

Harry  had  come  to  inform  me  that  he  had  obtained 
places  for  us  both  on  her  inaugural  ascent. 

“Now,  doc,  I’ll  have  an  opportunity  of  testing  that  feel¬ 
ing  which  you  say  conies  over  people  when  far  up  above 
the  earth,”  and  Harry  laughed  lightly. 

“You  doubt  it?” 

“No,  not  after  witnessing  that  poor  fellow’s  fall,”  and  he 
shuddered  as  he  remembered  the  scene.  “Still  it  seems 
singular  that  people  should  be  so  affected.  No,  I  do  not 
doubt  the  truth  of  what  you  said — I  can  almost  imagine 
the  feeling.  Something  similar  came  into  my  mind  I  he 
other  day  as  I  stood  on  the  bow  of  a  ferryboat  which  was 
just  entering  her  slip.” 

Again  Harry  laughed.  But  in  his  tone  was  a  certain 
uneasiness  which  caused  -me  to  glance  sharply  at  him. 

“The  ascension  takes  place  in  two  days,”  lie  said.  “You 
will  be  there,  of  course.  Or  shall  I  call  for  you?” 

“Call  for  me,”  1  answered.  “And,  Harry,  take  my  ad¬ 
vice — don’t  attempt  to  go  up  in  the  balloon." 

1 1 <  laughed  again,  a  little  nervously,  I  thought. 

“Pshaw!  Do  you  suppose  I'm  a  nervous  old  woman? 
You,  doe,  of  all  persons,  ought  to  know  that  our  nerves 
an  made  steady  only  by  subjecting  them  to  our  will.  Well, 

\  will  call  for  you.  Tra-la-la  !“  and  away  he  went,  quite 
merry-looking. 

At  the  floor  he  paused  to  give  me  a  parting  glance,  and 
the  expression  of  his  eyes  startled  me. 

I  determined  then  to  prevent  his  going  up  in  the  balloon 
if  it  was  possible. 

The  horrible  sight  had  preyed  upon  his  mind,  and  it  was 
with  him  now  merely  a  question  of  which  was  stronger,  the 
will  or  the  nerves. 

lie  called  for  me  at  Lie  appointed  time. 
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A  great  change  was  apparent  in  him;  lie  was  the  same 
rollicking,  bright,  devil-may-care  Harry  of  old. 

“Are  you  going  to  make  the  ascent?”  I  inquired. 

“Of  course  ”  with  a  light  laugh. 

I  looked  at  him  again;  he  seemed  to  be  under  thorough 
self-control. 

He  might  resent  any  insinuation  that  he  was  unable  to 
take  care  of  himself;  1  could  say  nothing. 

“However,”  I  thought,  “I  will  keep  my  eye  on  you.” 

Never  shall  I  forget  the  peculiar  sensation  as  the  balloon 
was  cut  loose,  and  at  once  shot  high  in  the  air. 

Up — up — up — as  an  arrow  is  sped  from  a  bow. 

Then  we  began  to  go  slower,  until  finally  our  upward 
course  was  ended  just  as  we  reached  the  clouds. 

These  were  immense  masses  of  mist  and  vapor,  of  great¬ 
er  or  less  density,  the  latter  quantity  giving  them  darker 
or  lighter  shades  of  color. 

The  balloon  began  to  drift  along  among  the  clouds,  im¬ 
pelled  by  a  gentle  breeze. 

The  earth  was  but  a  broad,  dark  expanse  below  us. 

I  looked  about  me,  became  interested,  forgot  Harry,  be¬ 
came  engrossed  in  watching  the  clouds,  which,  with 
kaleidoscopic  swiftness,  assumed  new  and  fantastic  shapes. 

Suddenly  1  was  recalled  by  a  cry  of  horror. 

'  Turning  swiftly,  I  was  fairly  frozen  at  sight  of  Harry 
Burns  just  at  the  point  of  flinging  himself  from  the  basket. 

Finding  himself,  as  he  thought,  under  perfect  control, 
he  had  ventured  to  look  over  the  edge  of  the  basket  toward 
the  earth,  so  far  below. 

Instantly  that  strange  sensation,  that  desire  to  precipi¬ 
tate  himself  toward  eanh,  entered  his  brain. 

He  was  sensible  enough  to  realize  his  danger,  and  tried 
to  draw  back  ;  but  the  fascination,  like  the  charm  the  snake 
exercises  over  the  bird,  was  upon  him,  and  he  continued 
to  gaze,  while  the  desire  momentarily  grew  stronger  and 
stronger,  until  it  became  irresistible. 

At  that  moment,  he  was  as  actually  and  truly  a  madman 
as  any  unfortunate  who  ever  dwelt  within  the  four  walls 
of  an  asylum. 

It  was  an  awful  moment. 

I  tried  to  speak. 

But  my  tongue  clove  to  the  roof  of  my  mouth. 

I  tried  to  spring  to  his  side. 

But  I  was  rooted  to  the  spot. 

I  raised  my  arm  and  signed  to  the  person  nearest  Harry 
to  clutch  hold  of  him. 

But  his  limbs  were  also  fettered  by  chains  stronger  than 
those  made  of  iron. 

Harry  Burns  poised  himself,  gathered  his  muscles,  and  : 
>  “Harry!” 

His  wild  eyes  met  mine,  and  then  a  frightened  look 
flashed  into  them. 

As  he  was  going  a  gleam  of  consciousness  as  to  what  he 
was  really  doing  had  entered  his  mind. 

Then  a  look  of  horror  swept  over  his  face — and  then  it. 
disappeared  from  sight ! 

A  sickening  sensation  crept  over  us  all,  and  not  a  man 
among  us  could  move  hand  or  foot. 

1  wanted  to  watch  his  fall,  but  could  not  nerve  myself, 
for  an  instant,  to  do  so. 

Then,  mastering  my  emotions,  I  proposed  to  follow  his 
downward  course. 
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“Sec  there  !” 

This  exclamation  caused  me  to  pause  and  glance  in  the 
direction  indicated. 

“There  is  another  balloon!  And  see,  there  is  a  man 
hanging  to  the  drag  rope !” 

“It  is  a  mirage!”  1  gasped,  “and  Harry  is  hanging  to 
our  drag  rope.” 

“Heaven  help  him!”  exclaimed  his  cousin. 

Staggered,  crushed  for  one  instant,  the  next  I  was  alive 
to  the  situation,  was  possessed  of  all  my  wits  and  faculties. 

“The  gas!”  I  exclaimed.  “Let  it  out — lively!  See,  we 
are  approaching  a  sheet  of  water;  if  we  can  only  reach  that  .j 
before  he  drops,  we  may  save  him.” 

The  valve  was  opened — the  gas  rushed  out  with  a  hissing 
sound.  -  J 

We  began  to  descend,  and,  entering  a  stronger  breeze,  , 
were  carried  more  swiftly  toward  the  water. 

I  watched  the  mirage — he  still  clung  to  the  rope.  But 
the  mirage,  at  last,  was  gone. 

With  bated  breath  I  bent  over  the  edge  of  the  car,  and 
prayed  inwardly  that  this  madman's  freak  might  not  result 
in  the  loss  of  a.  life. 

He  was  holding  on  still,  but  might  let  go  any  moment. 

Would  we  never  reach  the  water? 

“Let  out  more  gas !”  I  cried. 

The  swiftness  of  our  descent  had  prevented  Harry’s  let¬ 
ting  go  of  the  rope,  to  which,  however,  he  had  hung 
mechanically,  without  any  idea  of  saving  himself.  I  saw 
that  now  the  rope  was  slipping  through  his  hands;  he  had 
hold  of  it  but  a  foot  or  so  above  the  grapnel. 

“Let  out  the  gas !  We  must  descend  more  swiftly !” 

Downward,  yet  downward,  we  went  at  a  fearful  rate. 

On — on — the  water  was  near  at  hand.  Down — down 
until  it  was  almost  certain  that  we,  too,  would  be  dashed 
into  the  water. 

My  companions  on  that  terrible  voyage  had  by  this  time 
somewhat  recovered  their  self-possession,  and  now  peered 
over  the  edge  of  the  basket. 

“He  is  about  to  let  go,”  exclaimed  one,  in  a  horrified 
tone. 

But  I  drew  a  breath  of  relief,  for  we  were  gliding  along 

o  O  o  J 

just  above  the  surface  of  the  water.  Harry  let  go  when 
but  a  few  feet  intervened  between  him  and  the  surface. 

Splash ! 

The  basket  had  already  struck,  and  a  minute  later  the 
big  bag  had  entirely  collapsed. 

“Ham- !” 

He  had  appeared  on  the  surface  after  having  sunk. 

He  turned  as  I  called  his  name,  and  an  expression  Vf  - 
joy,  mingled  with  a  puzzled  look,  appeared  on  his  face. 

“Swim  this  way!”  I  cried,  and  he  did  as  T  ordered. 

A  minute  or  two  later  we  drew  him  into  the  basket,  or  j 
car.  as  it  is  not  infrequently  called. 

The  balloon  had  been  seen  as  it  fell  into  the  water,  and 
small  boats  were  soon  coming  towards  us  from  the  shore, 
to  which  they  towed  us. 

It  was  fully  an  hour  before  Harry  Burns  fullv  recovered 
his  reason. 

Then,  turning  on  me  a  face  that  was  pale,  and  eyes  that 
were  startled,  he  said  :  ‘ 

“1  should  have  taken  your  advice.  Only  think  of  rny 
peril.  It  was  a  madman's  freak.” 
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TIMELY  TOPICS 


Lands  iu  i lie  Republic  of  Costa  Rica  suitable  for  the 
cu dilation  of. bananas  and  within  reach  of  railroad  trans¬ 
portation  range  in  price  from  $35  to  $40  United  States 
currency  per  hectare  (2.4*  acres).  All  banana  lands  worth 
while  that  is,  adaptable  and  near  transportation — have 
l*?en  filed  on  and  title  secured.  The  several  owners  are 
now  holding  them  at  the  prices  quoted. 

Eighty  acres  of  land  cleared  and  cultivated  without  a 
horse  setting  foot  on  the  place  is  the  record  made  by  W. 
C.  Wyckoff,  a  former  Bloomington,  Ill.,  farmer,  who  lo¬ 
cated  at  Crivitz,  in  Marinette  County,  Wis.,  last  year. 
His  farm  was  entirely  raw  land  in  the  spring  of  1914. 
Wyckoff  says  this  is  the  age  of  power.  He  has  an  eleven- 
ton  tractor,  and  whether  the  task  is  clearing  land,  level¬ 
ing.  plowing,  disking,  harrowing  or  harvesting,  the  tractor 
furnishes  the  power.  When  he  goes  to  town  Wyckoff  drives 
an  auto. 


Tests  conducted  in  Great  Britain  have  shown  that  the 
use  of  rubber  tires  on  the  huge  wheels  of  steam  tractors 
greatly  increases  the  efficiency  of  the  vehicles.  Before  the 
war.  no  one  dreamed  of  putting  rubber  tires  on  the  broad 
wheels  of  the  tractors,  but  rubber  is  cheap  in  England  and 
tires  of  that  material  were  tried  out.  The  results  have 
been  so  surprisingly  good  that  the  majority  of  the  big 
tractors,  both  in  Great  Britain  and  behind  the  battle  lines 
in  Flanders,  have  been  rubber-tired.  The  tractors  former¬ 
ly  had  either  steel  or  wooden  plug  tires. 

Moab  Turner,  seventy-seven  years  old,  of  .Newcastle, 
Ind.,  was  buried  in  a  coffin  he  had  made  thirty  years  ago 
when  he  suffered  his  first  stroke  of  paralysis.  It  was  built 
from  a  great  walnut  chest,  which  had  been  in  bis  family 
for  years.  The  coffin  has  been  in  the  care  of  a  local  un¬ 
dertaker  for  the  last  ten  years.  Turner,  who  was  eccen¬ 
tric  and  arranged  his  own  funeral,  lived  in  Tennessee 
when  the  Civil  War  broke  out.  Lie  was  conscripted  by  the 
South,  and  after  six  months'  service  succeeded  in  haying 
himself  taken  prisoner  so  that  ho  could  join  the  Union 
army.  He  was  captured  at  Cumberland  Gap,  exchanged, 
saw  service  daily  in  the  Atlanta  campaign  and  was  again 
captured. 

Japanese  rubber  factories  are  working  at  top  speed  at 
present  endeavoring  to  capture  the  Far  Eastern  market 
before  t he  British  and  German  manufacturers  can  again 
become  competitors.  Heretofore,  American  manufacturers 
have  bc<-n  too  busy  in  the  home  market  to  bother  about 
( -i ;ib! isb ing  a  market  for  their  tires  in  Asia  and  Aus¬ 
tralia.  and  unless  steps  arc  taken  along  these  lines  in  the 
immediate  future,  they  will  find  the  market  pre-empted 
bv  the  Japanese.  Japan  imported  about  2,500,000  pounds 
of  rnbb'-r  in  11*14  and  191  I.  while  in  flit*  previous  years 
oidr  about  2,900,000  pounds  were  used  annually.  The 
rapim!  iri vested  in  the  industry  is  $2,500,000  and  the 
wv:  .  ■  gmen  number  about  1,000. 


How  little  the  bayonet  is  used  by  the  Germans  in  this 
war  is  shown  by  the  fact  that  of  the  first  1,000  soldiers 
treated  in  the  American  Red  Cross  Hospital  at  Paighton 
only  six  had  been  wounded  by  bayonets.  About  59  per 
cent,  of  the  shrapnel  shell,  grenade  or  gunshot  wounds 
were  found  to  be  non-perforating.  Not  counting  frac¬ 
tures,  the  wounds  were  located  as  follows:  Head,  64; 
neck,  8;  trunk,  122;  upper  extremity,  132;  lower  extremi¬ 
ty,  241;  central  and  peripheral  nerve  injuries,  11;  circula¬ 
tory,  1.  Heart  trouble  and  rheumatic  fever  were  most 
frequently  observed.  The  average  time  elapsing  between 
the  injury  and  the  first  field  dressing  of  the  wound  was 
about  six  and  a  half  hours.  Thirty-five  of  the  1,000 
wounded  were  unfit  ever  to  return  to  duty,  and  those  who 
did  return  were,  on  an  average,  about  twenty-three  days 
on  sick  leave.  Only  three  of  the  thousand  died. 

f - 

Capt.  Robert  W.  Mueller,  former  teller  of  the  First  Na¬ 
tional  Bank  of  Milwaukee  and  commander  of  Troop  A,  a 
crack  cavalry  company  of  Milwaukee,  Wis.,  and  his  wife 
have  been  murdered  at  their  summer  home  fifteen  miles 
from  Princeton,  Wis.  Their  bodies  were  found  in  the 
ruins  of  the  house,  which  had  been  set  on  fire  by  the  slay¬ 
ers.  The  motive  for  the  murder  of  the  couple,  who  were 
popular  in  Milwaukee  social  circles,  is  a  mystery,  though 
robbery  is  suggested  by  the  fact  that  they  were  known  to 
be  wealthy.  Not  a  trace  of  the  slayers  or  a  clew  of  any 
kind  has  been  found.  The  Muellers  were  alone  at  their 
place  without  servants,  and  no  one  saw  the  fire  until  the 
house  was  destroyed.  Neighbors  found  the  ruins  of  the 
house  and  later  took  from  the  ashes  the  two  charred  bodies. 
The  Mueller  home  was  nearly  fifteen  miles  from  the  near¬ 
est  town,  on  the  shore  of  Lake  Puckaway.  It  is  believed 
that  the  home  was  burned  some  time  during  the  night. 

The  Indians  living  near  the  Mesa  Verde  in  southwestern 
Colorado  are  interested  in  the  outcome  of  their  predictions 
about  the  telephone  line  which  the  Government  has  just 
completed  from  Mancos,  Colo.,  on  the  Denver  and  Rio 
Grande  railroad,  into  the  Mesa  Verde  National  Park. 
They  declare  that  the  poles  won’t  stand  and  that  the  wires 
won't  talk.  When  asked  why,  they  solemnly  reply  that 
the  “little  people”  will  permit  no  such  uncanny  things  to 
come  so  near  their  ancient  homes.  Nor  can  they  be  per¬ 
suaded  to  the  contrary.  The  white  men  will  see  for  them¬ 
selves  pretty  soon.  The  Indians  live  in  great  awe  of  the 
prehistoric  dwellings  ol.‘  the  Mancos  Valley,  says  the  Rail¬ 
road  Red  Book.  They  will  not  believe  that  it  was  Pueblo 
Indians,  or  any  Indians  in  fact,  who,  so  long  ago  that  the 
oldest  traditions  describe  them  as  they  now  arc,  carved 
these  wonderful  cities  out  of  the  cliffs.  They  believe  that 
spirits  built  the  cliff  dwellings,  and  that  spirits  still  in¬ 
habit  them.  They  reverently  call  these  spirits  the  “little 
people.”  For  Ibis  reason  it  is  difficult  to  induce  Indians 
to  approach  the  cliff  dwellings.  Whether  or  not  the  con¬ 
tinued  success  of  the  Government  telephone  line  will  shake 
their  -uperstitious  faith  remains  to  be  seen. 
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KOVEL  FRUIT  BARRELS. 

A  partitioned  barrel  lias  beeli  invented  by  a  fruit  man 
in  British  Columbia,  patents  for  which  have  been  applied 
for  in  Canada  and  this  country.  It  is  similar  to  an  or¬ 
dinal*}7  barrel,  according  to  a  commerce  report,  but  it  is 
divided  into  two  equal  parts  by  partitions  which  are  ad¬ 
justed  so  that  the  barrel  may  be  sawed  in  two  without 
injuring  the  contents,  practically  making  two  half  barrels. 
The  advantages  claimed  for  the  new  barrel  are  that  it  can 
be  made  of  Cheap  sawed  lumber,  shipped  in  the  “knock 
down"  state  and  assembled  easily  at  the  packing-house; 
also  that  the  fruit  can  be  shipped  without  wrapping  be¬ 
cause  of  the  firmness  imparted  by  the  central  partitions. 
The  fruit  shipped  in  it  is  said  to  arrive  in  perfect  condi¬ 
tion. 


THE  CONSUMPTION  OF  SALT. 

Salt  consumed  in  the  United  States  amounted  to  9,998,- 
520,560  pounds  during  1914,  an  increase  of  41,575,800 
pounds  over  that  consumed  in  1913.  That  amount,  an¬ 
nounced  at  Washington  recently  by  the  Geological  Survey, 
would  mean  a  per  capita  consumption  of  almost  100 
pounds  for  the  year,  says  The  Oakland  Tribune.  Sugar’s 
per  capita  consumption  during  1914  was  89.14  pounds. 

Salt  production  in  the  United  States  was  9,736,911,160 
pounds  and  imports  were  261,609,320  pounds  during  1914. 
That  produced  in  this  country  was  valued  at  $10,271,358. 
Production  was  greater  than  in  1913,  keeping  pace  with 
the  increase  in  population. 

There  has  been  a  steady  downward  trend  in  the  cost  of 
salt  owing  to  the  abundant  sources  of  supply  and  also  the 
great  advance  made  in  the  last  few  decades  in  methods  of 
manufacture,  the  Geological  Survey’s  experts  declare.  The 
widespread  distribution  of  salt  has  led  to  great  multiplica¬ 
tion  of  manufacturing  plants,  so  that  plant  capacity  has 
greatly  outstripped  demand.  This  has  tended  to  lower 
prices  and  to  increase  greatly  efficiency  of  operation  in  the 
plants  that  have  survived  the  keen  competition. 


20,000  JEWS  HAVE  BECOME  TURKISH  SUBJECTS. 

An  insight  into  conditions  in  Palestine  is  given  in  the 
report  just  made  by  the  Federation  of  American  Zionists. 
It  also  tells  of  relief  work,  improvement  in  political  con- 
dilions  and  progress  of  the  Zionist  work  up  to  July.  The 
report  says : 

“One  of  the  most  difficult  problems  confronting  us 
during  the  w?.r  has  been  the  attitude  of  the  Turkish  an- 
thorities  toward  the  Jewish  citizens  of  belligerent  lands 
living  hi  Rales! i ne.  Among  these,  some  30,000  Jews,  who 
are  Russian  subjects,  occupy  the  first  place.  The  Turkish 
Government  olrered  them  exceedingly  favorable  conditions 
for  Ottbmanization.  And’  as  a  result  about  20,000  of 
them  became  Turkish  subjects,  8,000  left  Palestine  and 
went,  for  the  most  part,  to  Egypt,  where  they  are  taken 
care  of  by  a  special  Jewish  committee  acting  for  the  Provi¬ 
sional  Jewish  Relief  Committee.  The  remaining  2,000 


Jews  who  were  left  in  Palestine  consist  almost  entirely  of 
aged  people  in  Jerusalem,  who  are  maintained  by  the 
Chaiukah.  It  seems  that  no  difficulty  will  be  put  in  their 

way. 

“Our  farms  in  Palestine  have  continued  their  work  un¬ 
interruptedly.  The  crops  have  in  all  of  them  been  satis 
factory;  enough  to  provide  the  great  Jewish  population  i. 
the  cities,  as  well  as  in  the  colonies,  with  foodstuffs  from 
the  grain  crops. 

“The  Palestine  relief  work  has  now  been  organized  by 
practically  all  the  Zionist  organizations  of  the  varous  coun¬ 
tries.  For  all  countries,  except  America,  the  work  is  un¬ 
der  the  clirecti oil  of  our  Copenhagen  bureau,  and  in 
America  under  the  Provisional  Executive  Committee  for 
General  Zionist  Affairs.” 


INCREASE  IN  SHIPPING  SINCE  OPENING  OF 

CANAL. 

Since  the  opening  of  the  canal  a  year  ago,  the  shipping 
in  the  port  of  Cristobal  at  the  northern  end  of  the  water¬ 
way  has  increased  so  rapidly  that  already  the  two  1,000- 
foot  steel  and  concrete  piers,  costing  $2,500,000  each,  are 
no  longer  adequate  to  care  for  the  vast  amount  of  freight 
handled.  A  third  pier  is  being  built  and  plans  for  a 
fourth  have  been  drawn  up. 

Frequently  the  congestion  at  the  two  piers  is  so  great 
that  ships  have  to  wait  their  turn  in  order  to  get  docking 
room.  This  is  causing  considerable  delay  to  traffic,  espe¬ 
cially  that  which' comes  to  the  Isthmus  to  be  reshipped  to 
points  along  the  coasts  of  Central  and  South  America. 
These  broken  cargoes  are  frequently  delayed  from  a  month 
t©  six  Weeks. 

It  had  been  thought  that  Balboa,  the  southern  terminus 
of  the  canal,  would  become  the  most  important  trans¬ 
shipping  port  of  the  canal  termini.  The  1,000-foot  piers, 
extending  into  the  inner  harbor,  besides  two  long  shore¬ 
line  piers  Were  planned  and  are  now  in  course  of  con¬ 
struction.  Officials  now,  however,  are  of  the  opinion  that 
this  Will  be  far  more  than  Balboa  will  require  for  some 
years  to  come. 

It  was  expected  that  the  South  American  steamship  lines 
would  make  that  their  terminal  port  and  that  probably 
some  of  the  Atlantic  connecting  links  would  pass  through 
the  canal  to  deliver  their  cargoes  at  the  Balboa  docks. 
Also,  it  was  thought  that  the  cargo  which  did  not  come 
through  the  canal  in  this  manner  would  be  handled  by 
the  Panama  railroad. 

The  South  American  steamship  lines,  however,  suddenly 
decided  to  pass  through  the  canal  and  pick  up  their  car¬ 
goes  at  the  Gristcbal  terminals  because  thev  learned  they 
could  use  the  canal,  paying  the  tolls  on  a  ballast  basis  one 
way,  return  with  a  full  hold  and  do  it  cheaper  than  if  thev 
made  Balboa  their  terminal.  The  high  tides  at  the  Balboa 
terminals  also  had  much  to  do  with  their  decision.  Be¬ 
sides,  freight  rates  on  the  Panama  railroad  are  said  to  be 
very  high. 


THE  BURNING  CIGARETTE. 

The  greatest  trick 
f-J  Joke  out.  A  perfect 
imitation  of  a  smoul¬ 
der*  is  cisrarette  with  bright  red  fire.  It  fools 
the  wisest.  Semi  10c.  and  we  will  mail  it, 
WOl  l  i  NOV  11  IV  QOm  29  VV.  Mfli  St..  N.  V. 

MARBLE  VASE. 

A  clever  and  puzzling  effect, 
easy  to  do;  the  apparatus  can 
be  minutely  examined.  Effect: 
cB  A  marble  can  be  made  to  pass 
v,.'.  from  the  hand  into  the  closed 

"'wS  vase,  which  a  moment  before 

k  .  *aj*  shown  empty.  This  is  a 

beautiful  enameled  turned  wood  vase. 

_  Price.  20c. 

C.  BLUR.  150  W.  62d  St..  New  York  City! 


TRICK  MATCHES. 

Consist  o?  a  Swedish  safety 
box,  tilled  with  matches, 
which  will  not  light.  Just 
the  thing  to  cure  the  match 
borrowing  habit.  Price,  fie., 
postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  20  W.  26tli  St.,  N.  Y. 

CRAWLING  BUGS 

These  giant  beetles  are  beauti¬ 
fully  enameled  in  natural,  brilliant 
colors.  There  is  a  roller  under¬ 
neath,  actuated  by  hidden  springs. 
When  the  roller  Is  wound  up  the 
bug  crawls  about  in  the  most  life¬ 
like  manner.  Try  one  on  the  maid 
if  you  want  to  enjoy  yourself. 
Price,  12c.  each,  by  mail,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


Tobacco  habitt^st^ 

improve  your  henltlj.  prolong  your  life.  No  more  imnnjicU 
trouble,  no  foul  breath,  no  heart  weakness.  Kogaio  jnunly 
vigor,  rtilm  nerves,  clear  eyes  and  superior  mental  strength. 
Whether  you  chew;  or  smoke  pipe,  cfMrtKck,  cigars,  get  my  In¬ 
teresting  Tobacco  Book.  Worth  its  weight  in  gold.  Mulled  free. 

E.  J.  WPOPS.  228  ir  Station  E.  Maw  York,  N.  Y. 


GLASS  PEN. — Patent  glass  pen,  with  nice 
dip,  writes  like  any  ordinary  pan;  each  put 
up  in  wooden  box.  Price,  10c.,  postpaid. 

.WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  20tii  St.,  N.  Y. 
IMITATION  GOLD  TEETH, 


Gold  plated  tooth,  shape  made  so  that  it 
■Will  fit  any  tooth.  Price,  5c.,  postpaid. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St..  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


THE  PRIN¬ 
CESS  OF  VO- 
«  GI  CARD 
g'H?  TRICK.  — 
Four  cards 
are  held  in 
the  form  of  a  fan  and  a 
spectator  is  requested  Ic 
mentally  select  one  of  the 
four.  The  cards  are  now 
shuffled  and  one  is  openly 
taken  away  and  placed  in 
his  pocket.  The  performer  remarks  that  li9 
has  taken  the  card  mentally  selected  by  the 
spectator.  The  three  cards  are  now  displayed 
and  the  selected  card  it  found  to  be  missing. 
Reaching  in  his  pocket  the  perforieter  removes 
and  exhibits  the  chosen  card.  Price,  15c. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO..  29  W.  26th  St..  N.  X. 


MINIATURE  COMPASS  CHARM. 

A  beautiful  charm,  to  b« 
worn  on  the  watch  chain.  It 
consists  of  a  true  and  perfect 
compass,  to  which  is  attach¬ 
ed,  by  a  pivot,  a  powerful 
„„  magnifying  glass.  When  not 

in  use  the  magnifying  glass  fits  closely  inside 
an<*  ls  n°t  seer>.  The  compass  in 
,,  by  a  Glass  crystal,  and  is  hand- 
y  si*ver’nickel  plated  and  burnished,  pre¬ 
senting  a  very  attractive  appearance.  Here 
y?iL““ve1a  reliable  compass,  a  powerful  mag- 
nirying  glass,  and  a  handsome  charm,  all  in 
?£.?•  y,  is  ,a  Parisian  novelty,  entirely  new. 
Price,  2oc.  by  mail,  postpaid, 

WOLFF’  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


This  puzzle  is  x  won¬ 
der.  It  consists  of  two 
pieces  of  wood.  A  hole 
is  bored  through  the  up¬ 
per  end  of  both.  A  red 
string  passes  through 
the  holes.  Take  a  knife, 
.  ,  insert  it  between  the 

wooden  blocks  and  cut  upwards.  You  separate 
the  pieces  of  wood,  and  the  string  is  ap¬ 
parently  cut  In  two.  Close  the  blocks  to¬ 
gether,  seize  an  end  of  the  string,  and  vou 
can  pull  the  entire  cord  through  the  holes, 
absolutely — not  cut.  Very  mystifying. 

Price,  12C.  each,  by  mail,  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


can  be  done  in 
known.  Pries, 


GOOD  LUCK  PUZZLE. 

It  consists  of  three  horse¬ 
shoes  fastened  together. 
Only  a  very  clever  person 
can  take  off  *he  closed 
horseshoe  from  the  two 
linked  horseshoes.  But  it 
a  moment  when  the  secret  is 
by  mail,  10c.  each. 


H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  X. 


SEE-SAW  PUZZLE. 

The  most  absorb¬ 
ing  puzzle  seen  for 
The  kind 


you  sit  up  half  the 

.  "  3§  ; _ Ytr.'Vbftf  night  to  do.  The 

puzzle  ls  to  get 
both  ball3.  one  in  each  pocket. 

Price,  10c.;  3  for  25c.  by  mail,  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26tli  St..  N.  X. 


NAME  CARDS 
The  newest  fed  in  picture 
postals.  They  are  beautifully 
lithographed  in  a  variety  of 
colors  and  have  various  names, 
such  as  Harry,  Edith,  etc., 
printed  on  the  reverse  side. 
Just  the  thing  to  mail  to  your 
friends.  Price  6  for  10  cents, 
by  mail,  postpaid. 

II.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn.  N.  Y. 


Jlgl 


TRICK  CUP. 

Made  of  natural  white 
wood  turned,  with  two 
compartments;  a  round, 
black  bail  fits  on  those 
compartments;  the  other 
ls  a  stationary  ball.  By  a 
’ittle  practice  you  make 
the  black  ball  vanish;  a 
great  trick  novelty  and  immerse  seller. 

Price,  10c.,  postpaid. 
II.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B'klyn,  N.  Y. 


LINK  THE  LINK  PUZZLE. 

The  sensation  of  the  day. 
Pronounced  by  all,  the  most 
baffling  and  scientific  novelty 
out.  Thousands  have  worked 
at  it  for  hours  without  mas¬ 
tering  it,  still  it  can  be  done  in  two  seconds 
by  giving  the  links  the  proper  twist,  but  un¬ 
less  you  know  how,  the  harder  you  twist  them 
the  tighter  they-grow.  Price,  6c.;  3  for  15c.: 
one  dozer.,  50c..  bv  mail,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO..  29  W.  26tli  St..  N.  Y 


DEAD  SHOT  SQUIRT  PISTOL. 

If  you  shoot  a  man  1 
with  this  "gun"  he  will 
oe  too  mad  to  accept 
the  ancient  excuse — ’T 
didn’t  know  ,t  was 
loaded.”  It  loads,  easily 
I  with  a  full  cnarge  of 
w-*er.  and  tsklng  aim.  press  the  rubber  bulb 
at  the  butt  of  the  Pistol,  when  a  small  stream 
of  water  ic  squirted  into  his  face.  The  best 
thing  to  do  th“n  is  to  pocket  your  gun  ar.3 
run  There  are  "loads  of  fun"  in  this  wicked 
little  joker,  which  look*  like  a  real  revolver, 
If  gee-  co'-lr.  '-hambers.  barrel  and  all.  Price 
or,ty  7e.;  *  for  25c.;  one  dozen  60c.  by  maul 
p-  «•  r,afd 

U.  g,  LAN <j.  18 15  Centra  St..  U’klyn,  N.  V. 

4 


SURPRISE  MOVING-PICTURE  MACHINE. 

It  consists  of  a  small  nickeled 
metal  tube,  4Vs  inches  long,  with 
a  lens  dye-view,  which  shows 
a  pretty  ballet  girl  or  any  other 
scene.  Hand  it  to  a  friend  who 
will  be  delighted  with  the  first 
picture,  tell  him  to  turn  the 
screw  on  the  side  of  the  instru¬ 
ment,  to  change  the  views,  when 
a  stream  of  water  squirts  in  his 
face,  much  to  his  surprise.  The  I 
instrument  can  he  refilled  with  ! 
water  in  an  instant,  and  one  i 
filling  will  suffice  for  four  or 
five  victims. 

Price,  30c.  each  by  mail,  postpaid;  4  for  $1.00. 
II.  E.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


INITIAL  WATCH  FOB. 


ft  has  a  neat  enameled  black  strap,  ana 
small  secure  buckle,  with  a  patent  catch  so 
that  no  watch  can  slip  off.  The  handsome 
tortoise  shell  pendants  are  beautifully  en¬ 
graved  with  any  initial  you  desire.  The  letter 
is  fire  gilt,  cannot  rub  off,  and  is  studded  with 
nine  Barrios  diamonds.  These  fobs  are  the 
biggest  value  ever  offered.  Price,  25c.  each, 
by  mail,  postpaid, 
by  mail. 

FRANK  SMITH,  383  Lenox  Are.,  N.  Y. 


KIN  EMLAT  ©GRAPH. 

The  greatest  hit  of  th® 
season!  It  consists  ®f  a 
small  metal,  nickeled  tube, 
with  a  lens  eye  view, 
which  shows  a  pretty  bal¬ 
let  girl  in  tights.  Hand 
it  to  a  friend,  who  will  be 
delighted  with  the  first  pic¬ 
ture;  tell  him  to  turn  the 
screw  in  center  of  instru¬ 
ment  to  change  the  views,  when  a  stream  of 
water  squirts  into  his  face,  much  to  his  dis 
gust.  Anyone  Who  has  not  seen  this  kinema- 
tograph  in  operation  is  sure  to  be  caught 
every  time.  The  instrument  can  be  refilled 

with  water  in  an  instant,  ready  for  the  next 

customer.  Price  25c.  by  mail,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  VV.  36th  St..  N.  Y. 


THE  DISAPPEARING  CIGAR. 

A  new  and  startling  ; 
trick.  You  ask  a  friend  | 
if  he  will  have  a  cigar;  j 
if  he  says  yes  (which  is 
usually  the  case),  you 
take  from  your  pocket 
or  cigar  case,  an  ordinary  cigar,  and  hand  it 
to  him.  As  he  reaches  out  for  it,  t.lie  cigar 
instantly  disappears  right  before  his  eyes, 
much  to  his  astonishment.  You  can  apolo¬ 
gize,  saying,  you  are  very  sorry,  but  that  it 
was  the  last  cigar  you  had,  and  the  chances 
are  that  lie  will  invite  you  to  smoke  with  him 
if  you  will  let  him  into  the  secret.  It  is  not 
done  by  sleight-of-hand,  but  the  cigar  actu¬ 
ally  disappears  so  suddenly  that  it  is  impossi¬ 
ble  for  the  eye  to  follow  it,  and  where  it  lias 
gone,  no  one  can  tell.  A  wonderful  illusion. 

Price,  10c.;  3  for  25c.  by  mail,  postpaid. 
11.  F.  LANG,  1»15  Centre  at.,  B’klyn,  N.  X.  1 


SURPRISE 


SURPRISE  PERFUME 
BOTTLE. 

Those  in  the  joke  may  freely 
smell  the  perfume  in  the  bottle, 
but  the  uninitiated,  on  removing 
the  cork  will  receive  the  contents 
in  his  hands.  This  is  a  simple 
and  clever  joke. 

Price,  10c.  each  by  mail,  post¬ 
paid;  3  for  25c. 

H.  F.  LANG, 

1815  Centre  St..  B’klyn.  N.  Y. 


THE  MYSTIC  RING. 

A  Brand-New  Trick, 
Just  Out. — Puzzling, 

Mystifying  and  Per¬ 
plexing.  A  metal  ring 
is  handed  around  for 
examination,  and  Is  found  to  be  solid,  unbroken 
japanned  iron.  A  cane,  a  pencil  or  a  string 
ls  held  tightly  at  each  end  by  a  spectator. 
The  performer  lightly  taps  the  cane  with  the 
ring,  and  the  ring  suddenly  is  seen  to  be  en¬ 
circling  the  cane.  How  did  the  ring  pass  the 
spectator's  two  hands  and  get  on  the  cane? 
The  most  mystifying  trick  ever  invented. 
Others  charge  75  cents  for  this  trick;  b-t  our 
price,  including  instruction,  is  12c.,  postpaid. 
C.  BEHE,  150  VV.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 


MAGIC  DIE  BLOCK. 

A  wonderfully  de¬ 
ceptive  trick!  A  solid 
block,  two  inches 
square,  is  made  to  ap¬ 
pear  and  disappear  at 
pleasure.  Borrowing 
a  hat  from  one  of  the 

-  audience,  you  place 

le  block  on  top,  sliding  a  cardboard  cover 
vhich  may  be  examined)  over  it.  At  the 
ord  of  command  you  lift  the  cover,  the  block 
gone,  and  the  same  instant  it  falls  to  the 
ior,  through  the  hat,  with  a  solid  thud,  or 
to  one  of  the  spectator’s  hands.  You  may 
iry  this  excellent  trick  by  passing  the  block 
irough  a  table  and  on  to  the  floor  beneath, 
-  through  the  lid  of  a  desk  into  the  drawer, 
c.  This  trick  never  fails  to  astonish  the 
>ectators,  and  can  be  repeated  as  often  as 
paired.  Price,  35c.,  postpaid. 

.  TANG.  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  X.  Y. 


OF  PHARAOH’S  SERPENTS. 

A  wonderful  and  startling 
novelty!  "Pharaoh’s  Serpents" 
are  produced  from  a  small  egg, 
no  larger  than  a  pea.  Place  one 
of  them  on  a  plate,  touch  fire 
to  it  with  a  common  match,  and 
instantly  a  large  serpent,  a  yard 
or  more  in  length,  slowly  un¬ 
coils  itself  from  the  burning  egg. 
Each  serpent  assumes  a  different 
position.  One  will  appear  to  be 
gliding  over  the  ground,  with 
head  erect,  as  though  spying 
danger;  another  will  coll  itself  up,  as  If  pre¬ 
paring  for  the  fatal  spring  upon  its  victim 
while  another  will  stretch  out  lazily,  appar¬ 
ently  enjoying  its  usual  noonday  nap.  Im¬ 
mediately  after  the  egg  stops  burning,  the 
serpent  hardens,  and  may  afterward  be  kept 
as  an  amusing  curiosity.  They  are  put  up  in 
wooden  boxes,  twelve  eggs  in  a  box.  Price, 
8c..  3  boxes  for  20c.;  1  dozen  boxes  for  60c.. 
sent  by  mail,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  2?  VV.  26U»  St.,  N.  TL 


SMALL  COLLAPSIBLE  PENCILS 

t,'J'he,  nam®  if  a 

^  It  looks  small  enough 

-  while  It  is  hanging  on 
your  watch-charm,  and  It  Is  very  handsome 
in  design,  prettily  nickeled,  and  very  compact. 
But  Just  hand  the  end  of  it  to  your  friend, 
and  it  begins  to  untelescope  until  he  imagines 
there  is  no  end  to  it.  Besides  its  ability  to 
make  fun.  it  is  a  good  useful  pencil,  too. 

Price,  15c.  each,  bv  mail,  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  2!*  VV.  26th  St..  N.  Y. 


KNITTER 

Every  boy  who  wants  a 
whip-lash,  pair  of  reins,  or 
any  other  knitted  article  of 
similar  kind  should  have  a 
Knitter.  Anybody  can  work 
it.  The  most  beautiful  de¬ 
signs  can  be  made  by  using 
colored  worsteds  with  this  handy  little  object. 
It  Is  handsomely  lacquered,  strongly  made,  and 
the  wires  are  very  durable. 

Price,  10c.  each,  by  mall,  postpaid. 
C.  BEHR,  150  W.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 


RAVELLING  JOKE. 

Yards  upon  yards  of  laughs. 
Don’t  miss  it!  Everyone  falls  for 
this  one.  It  consists  of  a  nice  lit¬ 
tle  bobbin  around  which  is  wound 
a  spool  of  thread.  You  pin  the 
bobbin  under  the  lapel  of  your  coat, 
and  pull  the  end  of  the  thread 
through  your  button  hole,  then, 
watch  your  friends  try  to  pick  the 
niece  of  thread  off  your  coat. 
Enough  said:  Get  one!  Price.  12c.  each,  by 
mail.  Postage  stamps  taken  same  as  money. 
WOI.EF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  VV.  26tli  St.,  N.  Y. 


POCKET  SAVINGS  BANK. 

A  perfect  little  bank,  handsomely 
nickel  plated.  Hold3  Just  five  dol¬ 
lars  (50  dimes).  It  cannot  be 
opened  until  the  bank  is  full,  when 
it  can  be  readily  emptied  and  re¬ 
locked,  ready  to  be  again  refilled. 
Every  parent  should  see  that  their 
children  have  a  small  savings  bank, 
as  the  early  habit  of  saving  their 
dimes  is  of  the  greatest  importance. 
Habits  formed  In  early  life  are  sel¬ 
dom  forgotten  in  later  years.  Price 
of  this  little  bank,  10c.;  S  for  25c., 
mailed  postpaid. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


DELUSION  TRICK. 

A  magic  littie  box  In  three 
parts  that  is  very  mystify¬ 
ing  to  those  not  In  the  trick. 
A  coin  placed  on  a  piece  of 
paper  disappears  by  dropping 
a  nickel  ring  around  It  from 
the  magic  box.  Made  of  hard 
wood  two  inches  in  diameter.  Price,  12c. 

H.  F,  LANG,  1815  Centre  St..  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


JUMPING  CARD— A 

pretty  little  trick,  easy  to 
perform.  Effect:  A  select¬ 
ed  card  returned  to  the 
deck  jumps  high  into  the 
air  at  the  performer’s  com¬ 
mand.  Pack  is  held  in  one 
hand.  Price  of  apparatus, 
with  enough  cards  to  per¬ 
form  the  trick,  1©«. 

NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


GIANT  SAVT 

PUZZLE. 

This  puzzle  contains 
twenty-one  pieces  of 
wood  nicely  finished; 
take  them  apart  and 
put  them  together 
same  as  illustrated. 
Everybody  would  like 
to  try  It,  as  it  is  very 
fascinating.  Price,  by 
mail,  postpaid,  25c. 
each. 

C.  BEHR,  150  W.  62<S  St..  New  York  City. 


THE  MULTIPLYING  CORKS.  —  A  small 
round  box  is  shown  to  be  empty  and  one  of 
the  spectators  is  allowed  to  place  three  corks 
in  it.  The  cover  is  nut  on  and  the  box  is 
handed  to  one  of  the  spectators,  who,  upon 
removing  the  cover,  finds  six  corks  in  the  box. 
Three  of  the  corks  are  now  made  to  vanish  as 
mysteriously  as  they  came.  Very  deceptive. 

Price,  15c. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St..  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


THE  MAGIC  NAIL. 

A  common  nail  Is  given 
for  examination,  and  then  In- 
stai  tly  shown  pierced  through 
the  finger;  and  yet,  when 
taken  out,  the  finger  Is  found 
to  be  perfectly  uninjured, 
and  the  nail  is  again  given 
to  be  examined.  Nicely  finished. 

Price,  10c.  by  mail,  postpaid. 
C.  BEHR,  150  VV.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 


JAPANESE  TRICK  KNIFE. 

You  can  show  the  knife  and 
instantly  draw  it  across  your 
finger,  apparently  cutting  deep 
into  the  flesh.  The  red  blood 
appears  on  the  blade  of  the 
i  knife,  giving  a  startling  effect 
j  to  the  spectators.  The  knife 
J  is  removed  and  the  finger  is 
found  in  good  condition.  Quite  an  effective 
Illusion.  Price  10c.  each  by  mail. 

FRANK  SMITH,  383  Lenox  Ave.,  N.  Y. 


TANGO  TOP 

A  brand  new  novelty. 
More  fun  than  a  circus.  You 
spin  the  post  with  your 
fingers,  and  the  snake  tan¬ 
goes  all  around  the  top  of 
the  circular  metal  box,  with¬ 
out  falling  off,  although  it 
is  not  fastened  in  any  way. 
When  the  post  stops  spin¬ 
ning,  the  snake  drops  from  the  lid.  What  is 
the  secret  of  its  great  attraction  to  the  post? 
The  marvel  of  the  age. 

Price,  19c.  each,  by  mail,  postpaid. 
C.  BEHR,  150  W.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 


THE  FIGHTING  ROOSTERS. 

A  full  blooded  pair  of 
fighting  game  cocks. 
These  liliputian  fighters 

have  real  feathers,  yellow 
legs  and  fiery  red  cembs, 
their  movements  when 

fighting  are  perfectly  nat¬ 
ural  and  lifelike,  and  the 
secret  of  their  movements 
is  known  only  to  the  operator,  who  can  cause 
them  to  battle  with  each  other  as  often 
and  as  long  as  desired.  Independent  of  their 
fighting  proclivities  they  make  very  pretty 
mantel  ornaments.  Price  for  the  pair  in  a 

strong  box,  10c.;  3  pairs  for  25c.  by  mall, 

postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St„  N.  Y. 
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::  Absolutely  the  finest  little  publication  on  the  news-stands 

CENTS  A  COPY 


ISSUED  EVERY  FRIDAY 

BEAUTIFUL  COLORED  GOVER  DESIGNS 


THIRTY-TWO  PAGES 
FINE  HALF-TONE  FRONTISPIECES 


New  portraits  of  actors  and  acti 


eos  ©very  week  -  Got  a  copy  of  this  weekly  magazine  and  se©  what  It  Is 
EVERY  NUMBER  CONTAINS 

Six  Gripping  Stories,  based  on  the  latest  and  best  films,  eaeh  profusely  illustrated  with  flue  half-tones  of  scenes  in  the 
plays. 
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Poems,  Jingles,  Jests  and  every  bright  feature  calculated  to  Interest  both  young  and  old. 

GET  A  COPY  sf^iOW  your  newsdealer,  or  send  us  5  cents  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  and  we  will  mall 
you  the  latest  number  issued. 
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- LATEST  ISSUES - 

63.  \ oung  Wild  West  and  the  Servian;  or.  The  Shot  That  Saved  a 
General. 

cqq  ^_0un8  Wild  West's  Neutrality;  or,  Accused  by  Germans  and  Allies, 
y  i  ouug  Wild  West  and  the  French  Spy;  or.  Tbp  Honor  of  an 
American. 

eli  ^.oun£  Wild  West  at  the  Forts;  or.  Outwitting  a  Russian  Captain 
t>4]  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Sharpshooters:  or.  Arietta  and  the 
Hindoos. 

Young  Wild  West  at  the  Flooded  Trenches;  or.  Saving  a  Belgian 
Town. 

21?  Young  Wild  West  Along  the  Yser;  or,  Arietta's  Wonderful  Shot 
t>44  Young  Wild  West  and  General  Von  Kluck  :  or.  The  Treasure  oi 
the  Itulns 

212  XounS  Wild  West's  Luck:  or,  Striking  It  Rich  at  the  Hills. 
b4b  Y’oung  Wild  'West's  Victory;  or.  The  Road  Agents'  Last  Hold  Up 

647  Y’oung  Wild  West's  Pluck  :  or,  Bound  to  Beat  the  “Bad  "  Men 

648  Young  Wild  West’s  Best  Shot:  or,  The  Rescue  of  Arietta 

649  Young  Wild  West  at  Devil  Creek :  or,  Helping  to  Boom  a  New 

Town. 

650  Young  Wild  West’s  Surprise :  or,  The  Indian  Chief's  Legacy 

651  Young  Wild  West  Missing ;  or.  Saved  By  an  Indian  Princess 

652  Y’oung  Wild  West  and  the  Detective ;  or,  The  Red  Riders  of  the 

Range. 

653  Young  Wild  West  at  the  Stake;  or,  The  Jealousy  of  Arietta 

654  Young  Wild  West's  Nerve  ;  or.  The  Nine  Golden  Bullets. 

655  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Tenderfoot ;  or,  A  New  Yorker  in  the 

West. 

656  Y'oung  Wild  West's  Triumph  :  or.  Winning  Against  Great  odds 

657  Young  Wild  West's  Strategy  ;  or.  The  Comanche  Chiefs  Last 

Raid. 

658  Young  Wild  West's  Grit:  or,  The  Ghost  of  Guantlet  Gulch. 

659  Y’oung  Wild  West's  Big  Day  :  or.  The  Double  Wedding  at  Weston 

660  Young  Wild  West's  Great  Scheme:  or.  The  Building  of  a  Railroad 


661  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Train  Robbers:  or.  The  Hunt  for  the 

Stolen  Treasure. 

662  Young  Wild  West  on  His  Mettle  :  or.  Four  Against  Twenty. 

663  Young  Wild  West's  Ranch  ;  or.  The  Renegades  of  Riley  s  Run. 

664  Young  Wild  West  on  the  Trail ;  or,  Outwitting  the  Redskins. 

665  Young  Wild  West's  Bargain  .  or,  A  Red  Man  With  a  White  Heart 

666  Young  Wild  West's  Vacation  :  or,  A  Lfvely  Time  at  Roaring  Ran*  b 

667  Young  Wild  West  on  His  Muscle:  or.  Fighting  With  Nature# 

Weapons. 

668  Young  Wild  West's  Mistake  ;  or.  Losing  a  Hundred  Thousand 

669  Young  Wild  West  in  Deadwood  :  or,  The  Terror  of  Taper  Top. 

676  Y’oung  Wild  West's  Close  Call  ;  or.  The  Raiders  of  Rawhide  Ridge. 

671  Young  Wild  West  Trapped  :  or,  The  Net  That  Would  Not  Hold 

Him. 

672  Young  Wild  West’s  Election ;  or,  A  Mayor  at  Twenty. 

673  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Cattle  Thieves;  or,  Breaking  up  a 

“Bad  Gang.” 

674  Y’oung  Wild  West’s  Mascot;  or,  The  Dog  That  Wanted  a  Master. 

675  Y’oung  Wild  West’s  Challenge;  or,  A  Combination  Hard  to  Beat 

676  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Ranch  Queen:  or.  Rounding  up  the 

Cattle  Ropers. 

677  Y’oung  Wild  West’s  Pony  Express;  or,  Getting  the  Mail  Through 

on  Time. 

678  Young  Wild  West  on  the  Big  Divide;  or,  The  Raid  of  the 

Renegades. 

679  Y’oung  Wild  West’s  Million  in  Gold  ;  or,  The  Boss  Boy  of  Boulder. 

680  Young  Wild  West  Running  the  Gauntlet;  or,  The  Pawnee  Chiefs 

Last  Shot. 
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For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  #H1  be  sent  to  any  address  on  receipt  of  price,  5  cents  per  copy,  in  money  or  postage  stamps.  u> 


FRANK  TOTJSEY,  Publisher, . 168  West  23d  St.,  New  York. 


• ,  IF  YOU  WAJWT  ANY  'BACK  NUMBERS 

of  'ptjr,  weeklies  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  this  office  direct.  Write  out  and 
‘  fill  in  your  Order  and  send  it  to  us  with  the  price  of  the  weeklies  you  want  and  we  will  send  them  to  you  by  return  mail 
POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY. 

FRANK  TOTJSEY,  Publisher, . 168  West  23d  St.,  New  York. 


No.  1.  NAPOLEON’S  ORACULUM  AND 
DREAM  BOOK.— Containing  the  great  oracle 
of  human  destiny;  also  the  true  meaning  of 
almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with 
charms,  ceremonies,  and  curious  games  of 
c&.rd  s. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS.— The  great 
book  of  magic  and  card  tricks,  containing  full 
instruction  on  all  the  leading  card  trioKs  of 
the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  illu¬ 
sions  as  performed  by  our  leading  magicians; 
every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT.— The  arts  and 
wiles  of  flirtation  are  fully  explained  by  this 
little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  of 
handkerchief,  fan.  glove,  parasol,  window  and 
hat  flirtation,  it  contains  a  full  list  of  the 
language  and  sentiment  of  flowers. 

No  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of 
this  little  book.  It  contains  full  instructions 
In  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ball¬ 
room  and  at  parties,  how  to  dress,  and  full 
lirections  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  square 
dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE.— A  com¬ 
plete  guide  to  love,  courtship  and  marriage, 
giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette  to 
be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interest¬ 
ing  things  not  generally  known. 

No.  6.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE. 
— Giving  full  instruction  for  the  use  of  dumb¬ 
bells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars,  horizontal 
bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing 
a  good,  healthy  muscle:  containing  over  sixty 
Illustrations 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Hand¬ 
somely  illustrated  and  containing  full  Instruc¬ 
tions  for  the  management  and  training  of  the 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  p.aro- 
oquet.  parrot,  etc. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILO¬ 
QUIST. — By  Harry  Kennedy.  Every  intelli¬ 
gent  boy  reading  this  book  of  instructions  can 
master  the  art.  and  create  any  amount  of  fun 
for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the  greatest 
book  ever  published. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX.— The  art  of  self- 
defense  made  easy.  Containing  over  thirty 
Illustrations  of  guards,  blows,  and  the  differ¬ 
ent  positions  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy 
should  obtain  one  of  these  useful  and  instruc¬ 
tive  books,  as  it  will  teach  you  how  to  box 
without  an  Instructor. 

No.  11  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS. 
— A  most  complete  little  book,  containing  full 
directions  for  writing  love-letters,  and  when 
to  use  them,  giving  specimen  letters  for 
young  and  old. 

No.  12.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO 
LADIES. — Giving  complete  instructions  for 
writing  letters  to  ladies  on  all  subjects;  also 
letters  of  Introduction,  notes  and  requests. 

No.  13.  HOW  TO  DO  IT;  OR,  BOOK  OF 

For  Bale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to 

FRANK  TOTJSEY.  Publisher. 


ETIQUETTE. — It  is  a  great  life  secret,  and 
one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know  all 
about  There’s  happiness  in  it. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY.— A  com¬ 
plete  hand-book  for  making  all  kinds  of 
candy,  ice-cream,  syrups,  essences,  etc.,  etc. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL. 
— One  of  the  brightest  and  most  valuable 
little  books  ever  given  to  the  world.  Every¬ 
body  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beauti¬ 
ful,  both  male  and  female.  The  secret  is 
simple,  and  almost  costless. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  EN  TERTAIN  AN  EVEN¬ 
ING  PARTY. — A  complete  compendium  of 
games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recita¬ 
tions,  etc.,  suitable  for  parlor  or  drawing¬ 
room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for 
the  money  than  any  book  published. 

No  21  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.— The 
most  complete  hunting  and  fishing  guide  ever 
published.  It  contains  full  instructions  about 
guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fish¬ 
ing,  together  with  description  of  game  and 
fish. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— 
Heller’s  second  sight  explained  by  his  former 
assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how  the 
secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the 
magician  and  the  boy  on  the  stage;  also  giv¬ 
ing  all  the  codes  and  signals. 

No.  23  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS  — 
This  little  book  gives  the  explanation  to  all 
kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky  and 
unlucky  days. 

No.  24.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO 
GENTLEMEN.— Containing  full  directions  for 
writing  to  gentlemen  on  all  subjects. 

No.  25.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST _ 

Containing  full  instructions  for  ail  kinds  "of 
gymnastic  sports  and  athletic  exercises  Em¬ 
bracing  thirty-five  illustrations.  Bv  Professor 
W.  Macdonald. 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW,  SAIL  AND  BUILD 
A  BOAT.— Fully  illustrated.  Full  Instructions 
are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with  in¬ 
structions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion 
sports  to  boating. 

No.  27.  HOW  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF 
RECITATIONS. — Containing  the  most  popul- 
selections  in  use,  comprising  Dutch  dialect 
French  dialect,  Y’ankee  and  Irish  dialect 
pieces,  together  with  many  standard  readings 
No.  28.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  - 
Everyone  Is  desirous  of  knowing  what  his 
future  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness 
or  misery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can  tell 

by  a  glance  at  this  little  book.  Buy  one  and 
be  convinced. 

No.  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVENTOR 
—Every  boy  should  know  how  Inventions  orig¬ 
inated.  This  book  explains  them  all,  giving 
examples  In  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnet¬ 
ism.  optics,  pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc. 

any  address  on  receipt  of  price.  10  cts.  per  copy, 


No.  30.  HOW  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most 
Instructive  books  on  cooking  ever  published. 
It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats,  fish, 
game,  and  oysters;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes 
and  all  kinds  of  pastrj’,  and  a  grand  collec 
tion  of  recipes. 

No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER 
—Containing  fourteen  illustrations,  giving  th- 
different  positions  requisite  to  become  a  good 
speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  con 
taining  gems  from  all  the  popular  authors  of 
prose  and  poetry. 

No.  32.  HOW  TO  RIDE  A  BICYCLE.  - 

Containing  instructions  for  beginners,  el.oi.  * 
oi  a  machine,  hints  on  training,  etc.  A  com 
piete  hook.  Full  of  practical  illustrations 
No.  So.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES. — A  com 
piete  and  useful  little  book,  containing  the 
rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes  etc 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS 
Oonislning  all  the  leading  conundrums  of 
wittyasyayE.  *  riddles-  curious  etches  and 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWX 
DOCTOR.  A  wonderful  book,  containing  use 
ful  and  practical  Information  in  the  treatment 

everydfamnvd  Th*'  *?d  a.llment»  common  to 
e\er>  family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effee. 

tl\e  recipes  for  general  complaint* 

No.  89.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOG8  ronrsv 
PIGEONS  AND  RABBITS -a  use:  u^anl^n* 
structiye  book.  Handsomely  Ulus’ rated 
No.  40  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS 
—Including  hints  on  how  to  catch  mole, 
weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  birds  Also 
how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated 
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BUM  — A  grand  c 7\?ect k,**™  AVh  AX  AL“ 
suitable  for  arrv  time  and  r>°-  A  bum  Nerses 
Ins  Linns  of  Love.  Affection  €mbr*n- 
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instructions  for  organizing  m *  Ocon,a ln»  full 
strel  troupe  knitting  an  amateur  min- 

Of  8  for  25  cu .  In  mono,  ot  , 

168  West  23d  St..  New  York. 


